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HIS PLAYTHING 


It was at night that he experienced for the first 
time in his life the luxyry of being able to satisfy 
thoroughly his unnatural cravings. 

He wallowed in sex, satiated himself with it. 
And when he tired of the act itself, he spent hours 
exploring the intimacies of the female body, forc¬ 
ing Jolene to submiL 

Of course, there was little he could think of to 
do that Jolene had not undergone before at the 
hands of other men. but he centrolled her com¬ 
pletely. 

When she pleased him he rewarded her. When 
she displeased him he punished her. He could do 
anything to her he wanted to do, because they 
were slave and master. It was a great way to live, 
if you asked him « * * 
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EVEN before Rad turned to look^ he knew what had 
happened, Valerie Turchi had come in. Her shift at the 
cafe was over just a few minutes before shifts changed 
at the filling station and she had gotten into the habit 
of stopping in almost every evening. Her visits were get¬ 
ting to be a little tiresome, if you asked Rad. But Flotsky 
got excited every time he saw her* As if each visit were 
the first one. 

*Who's got a cigarette?” Val asked. 

It was the way she announced herself two times out 

of three, 

Flotsky was at die door m a flask He put one arm 
around her waist and led her toward the wooden bench 
cushioned by a car seat. Already he was undoing a but¬ 
ton at the front of her not too sUck white uniforuL He 
thrust a hairy hand inside the aperture, through which 
a glimpse of intimate pink slip showed. 

**Come on, take it easy. Flack,” she said to him, "YouTl 
get grease on me.” 

But her tone made it more of an invitation than a 
reprimand, * 

“You need a grease job, anyway,” Flotsky told her. 

They both lauded and Val sat down on the bench 
beside Orvie Stroup. Orvie had just finished working the 
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day shift with Rad and was waiting around for the check¬ 
out. 

Flotsky said, "Fm the best man around here at that 
job” 

Val looked speculatively at Rad* “How about him?” 

Flotsky appeared to consider. 

^Too iBexperienced. He ain't married ” 

“What's being married got to do with it?” 

“It gives stamina.” 

Val pretended to be impressed* 

“Whew! Stamina. A big word yeti” She looked at lean, 
tow-headed Orvie beside her, “How about Orvie?” 

She moved over on the seat cushion and let hei fingers 
touch his, 

“Are you a good grease man, Orvie?” she asked, look¬ 
ing teasingly into his eyes, 

Orvie gulped. Aping Flotsky, he reached out and put 
a hand down flat on one of her breasts. It was a crude 
pat that made Val wince. She jabbed him in the side with 
an elbow and Orvie snatched back his hand. 

“Watch what you re doing ” Val ordered. “That's how 
a girl can get cancer.” 

Orvie was watching the mound of uniform-sheathed 
flesh with a fascinated yet uncertain stare as if not sure 
what his next move should be. Orvie wasn't quite right in 
the head. Brain damage, the doctors called it. He had 
been that way from birth. 

“Now you've hurt Qrvie’s feelings ” Flotsky told her. 
“Let's see if you can't brighten him up a little,” 

“Brighten him up? How?” 

“Give him a litde rub,” Flotsky suggested, “Let's see 
what he'll do.” 

“Okay,” Val said as if someone had just proposed a 
new party game. “Ill give him a rubdown. Like he was 
a football player,” 

She stood up in front of Orvie and massaged the 



muscles around tds neck and shoulders.^ Orvie sat mutely, 
his forehead brushing the tips of her breasts as she worked 
over him- She undid the front of his coveralls down to 
the waist and put her hands on his bare sldn. She slid 
her palms rapidly up and down over his chest and 
stomach. Her red-tipped fingers disappeared inside the 
waistband of his shorts, Orvie grunted and shifted his 
legs to make portions of his body more accessible to her 
probing fingers, 

Val squealed and pretended to be shocked. 

thinking naughty tiiingsr" she accused in a 
little-girl voice. She pouted. “Im not going to play with 
you any more ” 

Orvie reached for her. She retreated to the open door¬ 
way of the men's room. 

Flotsky hurried to her side. 

"Ill save he yeled to Val. “Get in therel” 

StrikiBg her with one shoulder, he forced her through 
the doorway, The door slammed. Rad heard the lock 
click. There was the sound of a playful giggle and soma 
land of muffled pounding on the waH. Then one of them 
turned on tiie tap. Ihe gurgle of running water made 
any other noises inaudible. 

Orvie huddled on the seat cushion and stared at the 
closed door, He was muttering to himself. 

Rad turned back to ihe desk and started counting out 
the twenty dollars' change that would start off the evening 
shift He figured Flotsky was making a damned fool 
of himself. The man had a wife and two kids, yet every 
time Valerie Turchi stepped through the doorway he 
had to give her a going over. It was a compulsion. He 
could not keep his hands off her. 

The two had performed aH over the station at different 
times. Behind the tire racL In both rest rooms. One 
evening they had playfully disappeared into the oil room; 
when they had come out, Vais uniform had had a big 
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ofl slick on the back of it. One time Flotsky’s rackety 
old sedan had been on the lift The couple had got into 
the back seat and then Flotsky had made Orvie run the 
lift up as far as it would go. After about twenty minutes 
in the air, he had called for Orvie to let them down. 
The arrangement must have been satisfactory. They had 
used it several times since. It was stupid. Like a couple 
of high-school kids witii hot pants and no place to go. 
Rad was sure that the two of them never got togethra 
outside the station. Jolene saw to that. She was Flotsky's 
wife and she kq)t pretty dose check on him most of 

the time. , , , ,r 

It surprised Rad tiiat Valerie Turchi would let herself 

be used that way. She wasn’t a bad-looldng giil-niw 
figure, just slightly overweight. Her reddish-brown hair 
would be attractive if she worked with it a little more 
than she did. And she was only twenty years old. 

Rad remembered that aU through high school her face 
had been covered widi acne. Now that she was older, 
the acne was gone. Some marks had been left but her 
appearance was pleasing enough. The thing was. Rad 
figured, that she had let the blemishes sear her personality. 

Rad heard the talk about her. It had started while she 
was still a sophomore. If you wanted a sure thing, take 
out Val Turchi-that’s what the high-school boys had 
told everyone who would listen. And several had listened 
The town had a population of fifteen thousand and word 

got around. i. j 

Val had given herself unstintingly to aU who had 
sought her. It was as if she had felt inadequate to 
compete with the other girls on even terms. She had to 
give a little something exlra-because of her face. 

Those other girls had hated her. Even the men v^o 
indulged in a night’s frolic spoke slightingly of her the 
next morning. But once she had set her course, Val never 
turned back. Either it was her way of showing contempt 
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for her critics or she had csome to. enjoy what she dicL 
One or the other. Kad did not know which. 

Either way, it was making a fool of Blotsky. And either 
way, it was wrecking the business. Rad figured that 
Blotsky's making a fool of himself was his own concern 
but wrecking the business was Rad's concern, too. They 
were partners. Orvie worked for them. 

Rad serviced two cars—they should have been Flotsky's 
—before the door of the men's room finally opened. Flot- 
sky mme out, leading Val along by an arm around her 
waist. 

Flotsky looked at the cars. “You been busy, huh?” 

Rad said, “Yeah, pretty busy. How about you?” 

Flotsky laughed and slapped Val on a buttock. “I 
coulda handled twice what I did.” 

Val bristled as if her competence had been questioned. 
“You could have handled heU,” she said. “Come on back 
in, and Ill show youl” 

Flotsky declined with a loud laugh. “No,” he yelled- 
“Fm too young to die!” 

“That's what I thought,” VaJ said triumphantly. “You 
were just boasting ” 

“I'llgor 

It was Orvie who had offered. He stood up and looked 
anxiously at her. Val surveyed him as if considering. 

But Flotsky interrupted. “You better go on home,” he 
told Val 

Val smirked. 

“What’s the matter? You afraid he's going to show 
you up?”‘ 

“Beat Flotsky said good-naturedly, “before I take 
aJire boot to your bottom.” 

“Okay, sport ” Val started for the door. “I just stopped 
in for a cigarette anyway. Some cigarette!” 

Flotsky snatched up a half-dollar from the desk and 
tossed it to her. 
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Tlere—buy yourself a whole pack * 

VfJ caught the coin deftly in mid-air and looked at 
it as if amused. “^No one can call me a two-bit whore 
now,** she said. 

She walked out 

When she was out of hearing. Rad spoke. ‘What if 
someone on die sidewalk saw you go in there with her?** 
Flotsky Snorted. 

Who cares?” 

‘TouTl care if Jolene finds out” Rad said, 

"Jolene ain't going to ” Flotsky said. "She's too bu^ 
raising babies.” 

Rad tried a new angle. 

"That land of horsing around is bad for business, any^ 
way.” 

Hotsky pretended to be injured, 

"What l^d of horsing around?” 

"The kind that went on in the men's room Just now ” 
“What do you think went on in the men's room?” 
"Oh, heU,” Rad said. 

There was never any use arguing with Flotsky. 
“How'd the pumps check out?” he wanted to knowt 
"Ifs a buck and a half short” Rad said, 

Flotsky grunted, narrowed his eyes. “It's damn funny 
we can't ever make the money come out rightl” 

Rad went over his figures again and got the same 
answer, 

"Twenty-seven dollars and a quarter. There ought to 
be twenty-eight seventy-five.” 

Flotsky looked over at Orvie, “Come on, turn your 
pockets out” 

"I ain't turning my pockets out for nobody,”Orvie saidL 
The objection deepened Flotsfcy's suspicions. 

‘Why not?” 

"Because it’s no one’s business what I got in my^ 
pockets 1” 
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"It s my business^" Flotsky said dangerously. "Long as 
I own a half-mterest in this place and you work here, 
I got a right to make you turn your pockete inside-out 
whenever I damned well feel like itl” 

Orvie appealed to Kad. “He hain't either, has he, Rad^ 

It was always up to Rad to keep the other two from 
fighting. It would have been easier simply to fire Orvie, 
which was what Flotsky wanted, and so be done with 
the continual friction between the two. But Rad felt a 
kind of responsibility for Orvie, They had gone to school 
together. At least they had gone to school together 
through the fourth grade, and then Orvie had started 
flunking and having to take grades over two or three 
times apiece. He was still in the seventh when his six* 
teenth birthday had come along and he had quit school 
for good. 

He was not teachable past timt point anyway, his 
teachers said. And he was always doing odd, irrespon* 
sible things that got him into trouble. Somehow, right 
from the first. Rad had got into the habit of taking Orvie s 
part. He had fought a hundred fi^ts that Orvie had 
gotten him into. Rad figured the lumps they had shared 
had created some kind of bond between them. Not only 
that, but Orvie's father had worked for Rad's father in 
the little tire shop he had owned. And one day, during 
a service call, Oxvie's fath^ had been struck by a car 
and killed. In the minds of both twelve^year-old boys 
the accident that had deprived Orvie of his father while 
he was working for Rad's father had made Rad respon¬ 
sible for OrviVs future. 

“You don't have to empty out your pockets if you don’t 
want to, Orvie," Rad told hum “But why don't you 
want to?” 

“Because what good would it do?" Orvie demanded, 
“How would it prove anything?” 


11 



“Look,” Flotsky said. “You had to boixow sixty cents 
to buy your limch, didn't you?” 

“Sure,” Orvie said. “So what?” 

“So you was broke at noon,* Flotsky said. “If youVe 
got any money now at five o'clock, you stole it.” 

It took Orvie a little while to think through this line 
of logic and when he did, he didn't like it He set his jaw. 

“I m not turning my pockets out* 

“That's what you thinki" 

Flotsky moved in quickly, twisted Orvie's arm up be¬ 
hind his badk and held him that way while he ran his 
free hand into a pocket of Orvie's greasy coveralls. The 
hand came out with three half-dollars. Flotsky dropped 
them to the scarred desk top where the rest of the money 
lay. 

“You thieving son oi a bitchl* 

He gave Orvie a push tiiat sprawled him face down 
on the floor, Orvie was up in a second, pleading his 
case to Rad, 

“I swear to God I didn’t steal diem half-dollars," he 
said. “I found them when I was sweeping out that car 
this afternoon.* 

Rad wanted to believe. 

“That car you washed?” he asked. 

“Sure. I got back under the front seat with that whisk 
broom, and there they was. Three half-dollars.”' 

“You’re not supposed to keep money you find in cars,” 
Rad told him sternly. 

“I was going to turn it m." 

Flotsky was disgusted. “Whatta you keep listening to 
that bastard for?” he demanded. “He got it right out of 
the cash drawer. You know damned well he did ” 

Orvie faced his accuser fiercely, 

“How could I? I’m not allowed to open the cash 
drawer* 

That much was true, anyway. There had been too 
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many shortages unaccounted for in the past. All handling 
of money was now restricted to the two partners them¬ 
selves. But there were still instances like this one—money 
in the cash box not checking out with that registered on 
the gas pumps. When the instances were analyzed, they 
were seen almost always to have occurred when Orvie 
had had opportunity to get into the cash box whether 
he had actually done so or not. And, of course, he had 
sworn to God that he hadn’t. Swearing to God was a 
favorite expression of his. 

Rad picked up the three coins and jangled them un¬ 
certainly in his hand. 

/“Are you sure you found these in a car, Orvie?” 

“I swear to Godl” Orvie raised his hand in an oath¬ 
taking attitude. 

‘Tie’s lying,” Flotsky yelled. 

"Well, these would make us come out just even— 
twenty-eight, seventy-five,” Rad said. He statdced the 
with the half-dollars on the desk. 

“Sure, you keep them, Rad,” Orvie said gallantly. T 
wouldn’t steal anything. Sure not a lousy dollar and a 
half, not from you.” 

He turned and glared at Flotsky to indicate that the 
declaration was not meant to include both partners. 

Flotsky glared back. He was a big hairy man with 
hulking shoulders and powerful arms. His age was in¬ 
determinate to the eye but Rad knew he was twenty- 
seven "years old. And his temper was unpredictable. One 
moment he could be glaring at Orvie as if he contem¬ 
plated'murder; the next moment he might be kidding 
Orvie about something. The abrupt changes of mood 
were not complete transformations, however. Always the 
kidding took a loutish, brutal form. It did now, as he 
sought to punish Orvie. 

Flotsky said, “Tfou know, Orvie, I’ll bet you're the only 
guy in town Val Turchi ain’t held still for. How come?” 
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T don't know^” Orvie said sullenly, as if he had been 
mulling over the problem himself, 

“You want me to tell you?” 

“Okay,” Orvie said. “How come?” 

"Because she'd rather have a stand from a man than 
a dud from a stud! That's what she said." 

Flotsl^r guffawed. Orvie turned red. It was a jibe at 
the generosity that nature had lavished upon his mas¬ 
culine endowments. Compensation for a defective brain, 
maybe, Flotsky was always Idddmg him about it 
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RAD was ^ thinking about the business when he got 
into his three-year-old blue convertible and started home. 
His had radically dwindled since his discharge from the 

*^^d all he had to show for it were a few clothes and 
die car. The rest had gone into paying for his share of 
the gas station. What he really wanted to do was raise 
broder chickens on the little farm that used to be his 
grandfadier s and was now sitting there unoccupied five 
mdes out of town. Growing up in weeds. But instead of 
doing what he wanted to, he had let Flotsky talk him 
into buying out his partner. The latter had announced 
he was going to move to California and run a motel. 
That’s how Rad had gotten into the filling-station ven¬ 
ture. His half-interest, costing only a thousand dollars, 
had looked like a bargain. It wasn’t until he had been 
in the place a month that he had realized most of the 
stock was. not paid foi, U Flotsky and he were to cash 
out, they would just about break even. It had been a 
stupid bit of business on his part, Rad knew now. He 
would never have been talked into it if he hadn’t been 
half-looped at the time. 

On the comer of Cherry and Seventh, Rad stopped 
for a light. Someone on the sidewalk hailed him. ^ 
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"Hey, where you going?” 

It was Flotsky s wife, Jolene, She was leaning against 
a lamp post with her arms crossed, her weight hitched 
onto one foot as if she had been standing there for a 
long time. She walked toward the car, a sand-colored 
blonde wearing high-heeled white shoes, no hose, and 
a one-piece dress of blue cotton. The sun was practically 
gone, and in the unseasonably cool April evening she 
looked as if she needed a coat. 

"It's‘colder than hel* she said, "Feels like snow is 
coming." 

“Where's your coat?” Rad asked. ^ • 

“It don't match anything so I didn't wear it. Where 
yon been?” 

“Checking out” 

“I been waiting for you.” 

“What for?” 

“How about a lift? And I'll tell you ” 

Rad hesitated. There had been many advances by 
Jolme during the four months since he had become her 
husband's partner. Always Rad had ignored them. 

“I won't bite you,” Jolene said, “I need a lift home.” 
She shivered. 

Rad threw open the door, 

“Okay. Get in ” 

She got in and Rad goosed the car to motion, 

Jolene said, “I didn't think you'd ever come. Been 
waiting there nearly an hour. Give me a cigarette, will 
you?” 

Rad held his pack out to her. She deliberately 
fumbled with it as if seeking an excuse to touch him. 
She put her hand over his as if to give support. Her 
fingers felt cold and rough. Finally she got out a cigarette. 
She lit it and exhaled a stream of smoke from her nostrils. 

“Why were you waiting for me, Jolene?” 

“To check up on my old man ” 
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"ReaUyr 

"ReaUyr 

“What s he been doing?^ 

“Thafs what Td like to know,** Jolene said* 

Her tone was hard. Had ixmtiaxied trying to reassure 

her. 

He said, "I haven’t noticed anything he’s been doing 
that he shouldn’t” 

She grunted. 

“I know what he’s been doing ” she said ^?imly. “Only 
thing I don’t blow is who he’s doing it with.” 

He knew where the conversation was leading, and he 
knew nothing he could say would head it off. He kept 
quiet 

“Opt any idea how long it’s been sfiace we was man 
and wife in bed together?” she asked. 'Three whole 
months!” 

Rad tried to think of something that would sound 
understanding and still be noncommittal. 

The best he could manage was, *Why is that?” 

“Because he don't want to get me pregnant!” 

She hitched over closer to him in the seat, looking 
intently into his face, bending forward and twisting her 
head to see into his ey^. 

“Now, what’s fair about that?” she demanded. “I’m 
young. I’ve got all the desires and feelings any young 
woman’s got, lhat’s why I,got manriedL And then just 
because we get a couple kids, he says we don’t want 
any more. And right away I’m supposed to forget all 
about having a hiisbandr 

Rad felt embarrassed. The intimacy of the talk and 
the directness with whidi she discussed the marital bed 
sent a flush to his face, 

Tl would be different if he'd gone through it right 
after the baby was bom,” Jolene went on, “But Teddy’s 
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two years old now—and Flotsky never said a word about 
laying off up till three months ago.*^ 

She took a series of aggrieved puSs on the cigarette. 
Then she said, ‘Well, I know why# He's found some 
whore he's been fooljmg around with. Right?'’ 

The tone of voice invited Rad, to agree. 

He thought of Flotsky and Val in the men’s room to¬ 
gether and said, “Not that I know of,” 

“BuW Jolene was derisive. “He can’t do without it any 
more than—” There was a long pause while she searched 
for an apt comparison. Then she said—"than I can ” 
Her voice was husky. She let her legs fall apart. One 
lay against Rads thigh and he felt the heat through his 
pants. 

"Gawd,” Jolene breathed, "I haven’t been touched fpr 
three months.” 

Rad felt a strong male reaction but fought to remain 
in control. He shifted his leg away from hers to step on 
the brake, brought the car to a halt in front of a dingy 
..rhttle bungalow with a littered front yard. 

"You re home,” he announced as impersonally as a bus 
driver. 

"Yeah.” Jolene sounded disappointed. "Come in a 
minute” 

“Can’t,” Rad told her. 

"Why not? The kids are asleep. Flack won’t be home 
before ten-thirty or eleven o’clock.” 

“I have to pick up Peg ” 

"Oh.” 

But she tried once more. 

' "We got lots of beer in the ice box ” 

"Peg is waiting, I told you ” 

"Okay, okay ” She was tossing it off as a joke now. 
"I can take a hint ” 

She opened the door, slid along the seat. With her 
feet on the ground, but while she was still resting on the 
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cushion, she twisted around to look at him and said, 
“You let me know if you see Hade playing around, wiE 
you?” 

“Sure,” Rad told her. 

She said, “HeU. Fm young yet I might as well be a 
nun as go on this way ” 

« o «i 

Rad found his mother excited when he got home for 
supper, Carl Waltzingham had been there that afternoon 
wanting to buy the twenty-acTO farm she had inherited 
from her father when he had died a year back. 

It was the home of her childhood. The old Price place, 
everyone called it< Her youngs brother had died there 
and her mother. Her faAer had seen his wife put away 
in the family plot, then had gone back to the old place 
to wait his own turn* It had been a fifteen-year wait. 
During those long years, the weatherboarding had 
warped and peeled. The big red bam set back from the 
old house almost a quarter of a mile had turned a dirty 
brown. The unused lot had grown up in weeds. The 
fences had come down. 

Since Grandpa Price s deadi, the place had been un¬ 
occupied, appeared even more forlorn than before* The 
last time Rad had taken his mother out there to look 
aroimd they had found the old apple tree blown-down 
by a windstorm. Her brodier and she used to swing 
under that tree* She had cried and had sworn she never 
wanted to go back to the fama again, 

“What does Carl Waltzingham want with the place?” 
Rad asked. 

“He*s bought the Steiner land,” Mrs* Radkey said, '^He 
wants to put the two places together—like they used 
to be ” 

“How much did he offer?” 
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“Four hundred an acre. That s a good price “ 

“Yeow, I guess thafs all ifs worth," Rad said. "But 
you don’t want to sell do you? The old homestead^* 

Her chia set. 

"I don’t care if I never set foot there again, Jimmy * 
she said. "It’s just a house now. Like any old house.*" 

She was die only person in the world who called him 
Jimmy. That was his name—James Oliver Radkey. Every¬ 
one called him Rad. 

"I'd like to keep it a while " he told her. "It’s got that 
good big chicken house and the brooder house. It would 
be perfect for broilers." 

“I don’t think you can make any money raising chickens 
out there," she said* 

It was the same thing she always said when he spoke 
about turning the place into a broiler plant. 

He had gotten the idea a long time ago, the year he 
had graduated from high school. That was the year his 
father had died, and the small tire shop he had left for 
an estate had cashed out for just enough money to pay 
off the mortgage on the houses It had bera necessary for 
the mother and son to find some kind of income, Mrs. 
Radkey had gone to work as an assistant cook at a local 
hotel. Rad had begun to think about broilers. On paper, 
broilers looked like a sure thing. But it required money 
to get started, and there was no money. Grandpa Price 
was stiE living on the old place then, anyway, and he 
had had a dirt fanner's scorn for raising chickens. It 
was a woman’s work. 

So Rad had done odd jobs for a few years and then 
had worked a year on a pipeline going across the state. 
When the pipeline job folded, he had gone into the army. 

It had been a long hitch, and now here he was twenty- 
four years old and still thinking about raising broilers. 
And here was his mother still telling him he could not 
make any money at it 
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^Why do you think I can’t make money at it?^ 

"Because you don't know anything about raising 
chickens.’’ 

It was the ultimate in logic as far as his modier was 
conoemed. She changed the subject as though there was 
nothing of any consequence left to be said. 

“I saw Peg uptown today. We had chocolate sodas 
together*” 

Peg was the only good thmg that had happened to 
him since leaving the army. He had met her three mondis 
ago. His mother liked her as much as he did. 

"She said for me to tell you shell be working till mid¬ 
night” 

"How come?” 

"One of the other nurses had to go home or sometfimg ” 

Peg was like that Always taking an extra shift for one 
of the other nurses. She was too obliging for her own 
good. Rad had told her that several times* 
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ORVIE STROUP was bothered. The brief contact with 
Valerie Turchi had triggered a resurgence of all the 
violent male desire that he had such trouble keeping 
under control. Most of the fellows he knew joked about 
their lusts, regarded them as sources of much amuse¬ 
ment But to Orvie sexual desire was a horrible nagging 
that tortured constantly and never let him rest 
Cheryl Ann, the eleven-year-old daughter of the 
Stroups' next-door neighbors, was playing with a big 
packing box in her front yard when Orvie got home 
from the filling station. Usually Cheryl Ann played with 
^ Bobby from across the street but today the child was 
alone. She would dUmb into the box and then upset it 
so that she spilled out and rolled over and over in the 
scraggly, April-green grass that pushed itself in untidy 
patches through the hard dirt of the spotty front yard* 
The rolling process caused her dress to fly up until Orvie 
had an unobstmcted view of dirty, scratched knees, pink 
panties, and a rectangular little body that shot straight 
up until the lines were lost from sight in a tangle of 
clothing somewhere just below the neck* 

As one helplessly drawn to danger, he went past the 
short walk that turned in at his own door and stood on 
the sidewalk in line with the course of the girrs rolling 
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body. He stood fascinated while she completed two of 
the circuits, and then he took a few steps into her yard 
just as she was disappeaiing hito tiie box for the third 
time, .He caught her with one leg in the box and the 
other still on the ground, 

“What are you doing, honey?^ he asked solicitously. 

“Fm playing cydonei,^ Cheryl Ann told him, “This is 
my house and a cyclone hits it"* 

“Youll hTirt yourself.” 

He lifted her out of the box and dropped to the ground 
on one knee. He made the other leg into a place for 
Cheryl Ann to sit and he put her on it The position 
plac^ the big box between them and Cheryl Ann's 
house. Anyone looking out could see her body only horn 
the shoulders up. Orvie's back sMelded her from the 
chance view of anyone across the street, and the girl’s 
back itself was all that anyone looking from one side 
could see. That left only the side next to Orvie’s house 
unprotected. 

**1 won’t hurt myselfj” Cheryl Ann said, 

“You might” 

He put a sympathic hand on one of the scratches just 
above her knee. 

“Ijook at that You scratched yourself” he said. 

Cheryl Ann looked down at the scratch. Orvie's hand 
went hi gh er on her leg while he cautioned her tenderly 
about hurtiBg herself. The yoimg flesh was smooth and 
warm. 

“Let’s see if youVe hurt anywhere else, honey.” 

One arm around his neck, the girl submitted to the ex¬ 
amination, He caressed the tight Buttocks lovingly and 
then brought his hand aroimd to the front. He felt inside 
the elastic top of her panties and explored the warai area 
with flat palm. The contact was exciting. He kept his 
hand there as long as h© dared and then with^ew it. 
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“I guess you’re okay” he said, forcing himself to 
stand up. 

His voice was unsteady. 

Cheryl Ann gazed at him a moment, then climbed 
back into her box. 

Orvie's modier was waiting just inside the door when 
he went in a few moments latdc. An old spinal injury 
caused her right shoulder to rise higher than the left 
and gave her a twisted appearance. Her head did not 
turn properly. When she looked from one side to an¬ 
other it was necessary for her to shift her entire body. 
Her eyes were sunken brown blotches and her hair was 
incredibly tangled. 

“I seen what you done to that little girl,’’ she said. 
He pushed past her into the front room. 

“I never done nothing to her,” Orvie said. 

“Liarl” She had followed him inside. . 

“I was just seeing if she was hurt* 

“You was touching her.” 

“I wasn't either.” 

“You was triaing with her. Don’t say you wasn’tl" 

“I wasn’t trifling with her. I swear to God!” 

“Liar!” The old woman’s voice was horrendous, the 
voice of doom. “You’d better be praying to the Lord to 
save your soul from the fiery furnace of hell, Orville. 
That’s where you’re going-straight to helL You, and that 
little girl, too. That poor little girl. What you just done 
will send you both to hell forever and ever.” 

Orvie would have left home years before if he had 
been able to think of some other place to go. He had 
lived all his life in this gray, ramshackle house with the 
sloping floors that were pulling away from the walls and 
the doors that didn’t fit up. 

Since Pa Stroup had died, Orvie’s mother had been 
taking in washing, doing house cleaning for other people 
—and reading the Bible. She never went to church be- 
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cause she said there was no denomination in town that 
preached the old hellfire and brimstone the way they 
used to do when she had been a girl It was ah' watered 
down now. The devil had taken over most of the pulpits. 
The only true salvation remaining was letting the X^ord 
speak to you through the Word that He had caused to 
be written down. Church was not necessary, she said, 
not if you read the Word enough. But woe to those sin¬ 
ners who died on a day they had not read the Wordl 
To circumvent that possibility in her own existence, it 
pari long ago become her practice to read a page from 
the Bible every morning at six o'clock before she cooked 
breakfast. Thus she was protected each day except dur¬ 
ing the early-morning hours from midnight until six. And 
then her faith showed her the way to reduce even this 
margin of uncertainty. For the last ten years she had 
slept with her alarm clock set for ten minutes before 
twelve. When it went off, she arose promptly and started 
reading. She read until ten minutes after twelve, put 
down the Book, and went back to sleep secure in the 
knowledge that no matter what day the Lord chose to 
call her home, she was ready ... 

It was an uncomfortable supper. Mrs. Stroup ate in 
a sUence complete except for lip-snacking sounds and 
frequent clearings of ner throat. Orvie bad given up 
years ago any attempt at conversation with his mother. 
He ate in silence also, his chair reared back on its two 
hind legs and both his forearms resting on the oilcloth- 
covered ‘table. 

He was remembering the playful massage that Val 
had given him back at the filling station and the intimate 
way she had touched him. Then he diought of the warm 
feel of Cheryl Ann's thi^s and the rounded perfection 
of her little-girl buttocks. The food stuck in his throat, 
and he felt hot and uncomfortable. The trousers he had 
put on to replace his coveralls felt ti^t and restrictmg* 
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He wished they were off. He wished that people did not 
wear clothing. 

After supper he left the house. His mother did not ask 
where he was going and he did not volunteer any in¬ 
formation. Their association was as impersonal as that 
of travelers in a bus station. She cooked and washed 
clothes and kept an untidy house for him as automatically 
as she wound her clock and went to bed every evening 
as soon as the supper dishes were put away. There had 
never been a radio or a television set in the house. They 
were instruments of sin. 

Orvie strode along purposefully for fifteen minutes 
and reached tlie cafe right across the street from the 
filling station. There was a new waitress there who wore 
revealingly tight uniforms. Orvie liked to sit on a stool at 
the counter as close to her as he could get and watch 
the bulges of her breasts and hips and imagine what her 
body was like in the small area covered by the pointed 
little apron she wore. One day at noon when he was 
sitting there she had kidded him—something about his 
face being dirty—and had run her fingers through his hair. 

But tonight she was not there. Either it was her night 
off or she had quit. Employee turnover at the cafe was 
rapid. 

Orvie sat on his stool and drank a lukewarm cup of 
coffee he did not want By turning his head he could 
look throu^ the front window over to the fi llin g station. 
He saw Flotsky lounging in the doorway, smoking a 
cigarette and throwing his keys up and catching them. 
He always passed the time that way when he was waiting 
for a customer. 

An off-color blonde sitting at the window table was 
also looking out at the station across the street Orvie 
realized suddenly that he knew her. Flotsky's wife, WMle 
he was watching her, Jolene turned in his direction and 


26 




motioned. Orvie slid ofiF the stool and shambled over 
to her, carrying hi^ cup of coffee, 

‘TTou always sli^t your friends like this, do you?" 
Jolene asked, 

“I didn't see you when I come m” Orvie told her. 
"Set down.” 

Orvie did, 

*‘1 been watching my old man over there,” Jolene said, 
“What for?” 

“Oh, the lousy bastard is up to something, I know. 
I aiin to find out what it is,” 

The profanity was a kind of intimacy between them. 
It showed she recognized a link between them, Orvie 
sensed dully, 

Jolene looked at him more closely, 

“Do you know what he^s been doing, Orvie?” she asked, 
“I don't know what you mean.” 

“He's got him a woman of some kind,” Jolene said, 
“I know that. Who is she?” 

JXhe way she put the question left no chance for Orvie 
to deny knowledge. He was not too anxious to deny it, 
anyway. He would be just as happy to get Flotsky into 
as much trouble as he could. As much trouble as Flotsky 
had gotten him into because he had taken the three 
half-dollars. 

He said, “Val Turchi,” 

Jolene s mouth fell open, 

“That slob waitress who works in this place?” 

Orvie nodded, 

^TTie one with the blotchy face?'* 

Orvie said, “Hain't bad blotches. She covers 'em up 
real good.” 

Jolene swore and sank back in her seat. 

“What does Flack see in a messed-up bitch like that? 
Why, she's flopped for half the men in this town! 
Orvie was delighted by the strong reactiori to his in- 
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formation. He elaborated what had happened that after¬ 
noon, giving a detailed account of the sounds coming 
from the men's room while Flotsky and Val had been 
inside. He told how Flotsky had given Val fifty cents 
when they had come out. 

That's just about what it was worth, I imagine,” Jolene 
spat. She was furious. "He leaves me home to look after 
his kids all day, and th^ he comes down here and fools 
around with a bitch like that. No wonder I lie there in 
bed beside him every night and listen to him snore! 
He's getting all he can handle—from Val TurohL” 

The tirade loosed a rush of self-pity. Jolene leaned 
across the table toward Orvie. 

"Do you know how long it s been since Flack treated 
me like Fm his wife?” 

Orvie's eyes were staring. He felt as if he had drunk 
a lot of beer too fast 

“Ifs been three months since he touched me/ Jolene 
declared. 

“Touched you?” Orvie echoed. 

He felt disappointed, 

"Touched me like that” Jolene said. 

"Like what?” 

Jolene was a little short with him. "Uke a^an's sup¬ 
posed to touch Ins wife,” she said. 

"You mean he—he don't—” 

Orvie felt his way cautiously. He thought he knew 
what they were conversing about but he had been mis¬ 
taken about such things before. Made a fool of. Got hiiii- 
self slapped. Even arrested once. 

“I mean we haven^t done it for three months,” Jolene 
said. "You know what I mean, don't you?” 

Orvie nodded and swallowed. 

"Well, all right then,” she said, as If she had scored 
a point 

"Why don't he never do it with you?” Orvie asked. 
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eagar to pursue the subject as fai" as Jolen© woiSld permit* 
"Because,he's chasing around after this whore that 
waits tables in here * Jolene said* "So what am I sup¬ 
posed to do? Do without, huh?'' She snorted. "Like helL 
I got as much right to a little on the side as he has*'' 
Orvie felt his masculinity boil. No woman had ever 
spoken so frankly to him in all his life* He stared un- 
blinkingly into her face, his jaw sUghfly agape* Was tiiis 
an invitation? It could be, he told himseE Surely it 
could be, 

Jolene was aware of the speculative look* She realised 
what Orvie was thinking and suddenly she was seeing 
him in a new light He was Orvie Stroup-man* Always 
before she had viewed him as Orvie Stroup, car washer 
and idiot. But now she noted the fullness of his chest, 
the hard musculature of his arms, the size of his hands, 
the way his broad shoulders tapered down toward a 
slim waist. She remembered something Flack had said 
once about hma—hung like a stud horsel 
"I have to get on home,” she told him abruptly, shaken 
as if the chair had moved under her. 

It was Orvie’s cue to ask to come sdong, but Orvie 
missed it. He felt disappointed that the talk was ending 
just as it had started to be exciting* 

“Why don't you come along?” she invited. 

Orvie's face lit up. 

“You haven’t got a car, have you?” she asked. 

His face clouded again* 

“Never mind,” she said quicldy, “Rad already took me 
home once this evening. It won't hurt me to walk this 
time” 

Orvie felt cheated* 

“What was Rad taking you home for?” he demanded* 
Jolene was aware of the resentment in his voice. It 
pleased her* 

“Just giving me a ride,” she answered. He never even 
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come in%e house ” She lowered her voice and said, "You 
can come in and stay a while, can't yon?” 

“Surel” Orvie’s voice was thick and unsteady, 

o « o % 

At home she fed him two quick beers from Flotsky's 
supply in the refrigerator* After she gave him the third 
one, she sat down close to him on the sofa* Their shoulders 
touched. 

She asked, "How old are you, Orvie?” 

“Twenty-four” 

“That s how old I am,” she said. “FlacFs twenty-seven.” 

, The way she said it put a gulf between the two age 
groups, put Orvie and her on the same side^but Qrvle 
missed it. He was consuming the beer in great swallows. 
She tried a more direct approach. 

“Have you ever done it with Valerie Turchi, Orvie?” 

Orvie almost dropped the bottle. He wiped his lips 
and stared at her. 

“Have you?” she repeated, 

Orvie shook his head. 

She peered at him closely, 

“Look here* Have you ever done it with anyone at all?” 

Orvie did not know what to say. He was afraid that 
if he tried to lie, she would not believe him. But if he 
told her the truth, she might think he was not decent 
Girls were strange. 

“You have, haven't you?” she pressed, reading the an¬ 
swer in his eyes. 

He couldn't lie to her now. A lie was an act of resistance, 
and Orvie was not trying to resist her. He nodded word¬ 
lessly. 

"Tm not surprised,” Jolene said. “Youre very nice- 
looking.” 

She put her hand on his arm when she said it But 
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Orvie made no attempt to respond. Hints were no good 
with Orvie. It would have to be a direct invitation. 

“Do you want to do it with mer she asked. The words 
came out m a choked whisper. 

Orvie nodded again. She actually saw a dun trickle of 
saliva at one corner of his month but stiU he sat rigid. 
She stood up and pulled on his arm, 

“Let’s go to the bedroom,'’ she said. 

He rose. He acted as if aU this seemed too good to 
he true. 

In the bedroom she began taking off her clothes while 
he stood watching. 

“Undress,’’ she snapped, too keyed-up to keep the 
impatience out of her voice. 

The sharp command released him. He stripped every¬ 
thing from his body, threw the stuff to the floor, j^iother 
instant and he was on top of her in the bed. His hot, 
hard body pressed down upon her so grossly that she 
felt smothered by him—dizzy— 

There was no tenderness about him. His actions were 
blunt, crude. But his body was inexhaustible. IBs passion 
seemingly could not be quenched. 

And so, three times he lifted her very being, floated 
it completely outside herself on a river of the most in¬ 
tense pleasure she had ever experienced. And each time 
after the briefest of pauses, he was ready to go again. 
She gave herself up wholly to his artless love-makmg 
and lay breathless in his arms, eager to respond. 

Once Maiy Ellen cried out in her sleep from tile next 
room but Jolen© ignored It. And once Teddy woke up 
for his borfe and she had to get it for him. She gave 
it to hifn cold rather than spare the few minutes required 
to heat it 

When she got back to the bed, Orde was ready for 
her again. 
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She was just being lilFted heavenward fw the fourth 
time when she heard die outside door open. 

Flotskyl 

And she hadn’t even heard the car. 

She supposed Orvie had heard the noise too and she 
tried to squirm out from under him. Orvie put a hand 
in her hair and held her down, • 

“It’s nacfc,” she whispered fiercely. "He’ll kill us.” 

Orvie behaved as If deaf. The intensity of his move¬ 
ments increased. Despite her fear, Jolene felt herself 
responding to Ihe demand he made on her. 

Then the door of the bedroom opened. Flotsky was 
in the room with them. 

Jolene sensed his presence before she saw him. She 
heard his curse and was aware that he was standing 
over the I^. She put both hands on Orvie’s shoulders 
to push him away but the will to resist was not strong 
enough. She squealed to vent her frustration and her 
fingers curled on his shoulders to pull him even closer 
against her. The hell with Flack. 

Then suddenly she felt Orvie’s body unaccountably 
gone, lifted clear of her own. So intense was her passion, 
so blurred her mind, that she did not immediately adjust 
to the absence of thrust inside her. She continued her 
wild movemraits as a reflex action. 

There was tiie sound of a slap. Her mind cleared. 

Flotsky was gripping Orvie with one hand, slapping 
his face with the other, slapping it with his palm in one 
motion and then again with the back of the hand on the 
return. Orvie was making no attempt to escape or fight. 
It was as though he were still dazed by the shock of 
being interrupted in his passion as though unable to 
comprehend die abrupt change of situation. His nose 
was bleeding. His tall, hefty body, pale in its nakedness, 
tooked helpless in the grip of Flotsky’^ fully clothed 
physique. 
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The slapping went on for several minutes, Flotslcy 
began panting from the exertion. Orvie's face and neck 
had spurted red. Each time Flotsky slapped with his 
palm, drops of blood spattered the bedsheet upon which 
Jolene lay. She left the warm droplets on her bare stomach 
but she lacked the strength to rise. She looked down 
at the blood stupidly—Orvie’s blood where Orvie himself 
had been a minute earlier. 

Tired out by his efforts, Flotsky desisted, first clendi- 
ing his fist and striking Orvie one more time in the face. 
Orvie went backward into Mary Ellen's Httle doll table 
in one comer. The toy collapsed in a heap with Orvie 
on top of it. He shook his head, trying to clear it, but 
made no attempt to rise. His breath came through his 
mouth in great gasps. 

Flotsky turned to the bed. 

"Now, you dirty bitch,” he said to Jolene. "I'm going 
to skill your fanny for you.” 

She watched him take off his belt as if watching a 
movie on a distant screen. Nothing was real. She sawr 
his upraised arm and the heavy belt studded with brass 
rivets. The belt descended. She heard it strike, felt its 
bite. The cruel surface flayed her naked midsection. 
She knew she was bleeding, and the pain was enormous, 
but somehow it became a part of the need that had been 
unleashed by Orvie and now raged within her unfulfilled. 
The belt in the hand of her husband to her was less an 
instrument of punishment than a probe reaching the 
inmost parts of her body where the terrible longing was 
strongest. She raised her lower torso on the soles of her 
feet and inched it closer to the source, seeking fulfill¬ 
ment for the desire consuming her, , 

Flotsky struck again but saw his wife's upraised fiesh 
inching toward him over the bed. He struck a third 
time, blindly. He had forgotten why he was doing it. 
He was hypnotized by the creamy round stomach wilh 
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the red streaks across.it, by the uplifted and work¬ 

ing themselves closer to him; There was a strange reaction 
within him, and suddenly his wife was more desirable 
than she had been even on the first night he had pos¬ 
sessed her. He dropped the belt and tore off his elopes. 

He took his wife with a burst of passion that he had 
never known before, as if all their previous love-iiiakmg 
had been merely preparation for this moment Jolene 
moaned and writhed under him, helping him to take her, 
thhisting upward to meet him, thrashing her smcMDth legs, 

« « o 

% 

Orvie lay in the comer for a full minute. His senses 
returned gradually. He did not remember aU that had 
happened. The last thing he recalled clearly was Jolene’s 
coming back to die bed after giving the baby a bottle. 
Everything else was a blur. His nose was bleeding and 
his lip was cut 

He crawled on hands and knees to the spot where he 
^ had dropped his clothes. He put them on as quietly as 
he could, listening dully to the sounds of love-making 
coming from the bed. 


j 
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4 


THE HOSPITAL was a big and busy place, serving the 

whole county. , , .. i. 

Rad sat in the waiting room and watched the smtch- 

board operator covertly strug^e with her fc^dation 
garment She would hitch herself around in flie chan 
and give her underthings a quick tug in the desired di¬ 
rection before her weight could settle and pin them down 
again. Each attempt was followed by a sly look aroimd 
to see if any of the dozen or so people on the benches 
were watching. Rad pretended to be rea^g a magazine. 

Peg came down the corridor at ten minutes to twelve, 
her lithe figure looking shapely and trim in her nurses 
uniform, her blond hair meticulously correct under ^e 
cap she wore. She was smiling as always, dearly glad 
to see him. I^d returned the smile and stood up to greet 
her. In her flat-heeled shoes she came up to bis chin. 

“Been waiting long?” she asked. 

“Maybe five minutes ” 

“ITl just he another ten " 

“Hurry,” Rad said. 

“I have to give an old man a massage. 

“How old?" 

She made a playful face at him and disappeared up 
the corridor the same way she had come. Her provoca- 
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tive little rear moved m coordinated rhythm with her 
soft-soled walk. Rad watched it out of sight and sat down 
again. The switchboard operator took another furtive 
hitch at her girdle. Rad moved his eyes elsewhere. He 
was not interested. 

He thought of how the filling station had brought Peg 
and him together. That made the place a good investment 
even if he lost all the money he had in it. She had come 
driving in one morning just about a month after Rad had 
taken over as Flotsky s partner. Rad had serviced her 
caTj eyeing her through the windshield all flie time he 
was supposed to be cleaning it. He checked the battery, 
oil, radiator, tires—even the spare. She had rolled her win¬ 
dow down in the freezing January weather and they had 
talked all the time Rad worked. 

Thirty minutes after she had gone th^e had been a 
telephone call. It was Peg. Her car had gone dead ri^t 
in front of her ap^tment she said. She could not get it 
started. Did Rad ever make service calls? 

He had got to the stalled car in record time. 

It was a battery cable that had slipped off. He could 
not understand. He had just checked the battery back 
at the station. He looked closer. All around die battery 
post there were freshly gouged places. 

"Someone pried it off," he told her. 

She pretended puzzlement and said, "Now, who would 
have done a thing like that?" 

But she had overacted a bit. Rad suddenly reached out 
to take one of her hands. When he had turned it palm 
up, he had seen that the fingers were soiled by the black, 
tarry stuff that sealed in the top of the battery. 

She knew she was caught but it did not shake her a 
bit. She smiled disarmingly and stood waiting as if it 
were a kind of game they were playing and it was Rad's 
move. 

He said, “It s my night off. Do you like movies?" 
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W ,^an eye al the apartment house He said. Is 

this where you live?" 

She nodded. 

He said, “Eight o’clock?" 

She said, “Seven." 

“That’s pretty early, isn tit r ^ i j v;™ "Tliate 

“If were really going to a movie, she told him, Ih 

to get diere in the middle. 

so *?y®weS to a movie at seven that night. Rad <kove 
out to the bluff afterward. They had the lonely road ^ 
to theiSelves in the freshly fallen snow and he park^ 
in a weU-hidden spot. Up to that point it had been like 

*^&^h^he tried to kiss her, she stuck a 
his mouth and held a match for him. He smok^ &e cig- 
wette through while they made sm^ talk ^ 

tried nutting a hand on her knee. She put her hand on 
bis hand. He had to sit there holding h^ds. Every 
he started inching his Bngers up her leg, she gripped 
tighter. He was getting nowhere. 

“What’s the matter?" he asked finally. 

“Everything’s normal, isn’t it?’' she^ said. ^ 

“you’re the one who slipped oft the battery e. 

“I just wanted to see what you were hke, she ex- 

^^O^y," Rad said. “Ibis is what I’m like.” 

* He sLted his hand up her dress again. Sbe stop^ 
him. At the end of two hours, he still w^ stopped. Yet he 
Snot think of it as faffure. A stand-off maybe, but defi- 

“S m i fr^eadous amount of talHng about himseff 
that first night, althou^ usuaUy he did not talk about 
himself at all. He felt, usuaUy, that there notog 
to talk about He was twenty-four, stood exacfly six feet, 
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weighed a hundred seventy, had brown hair, blue eyes 
a Cleft in his chin^ two thousand doUars in the bank. Ld 
h^ interest in a business that was not making any money 

he had talked about hfe^self 
Zt? thought it over after, he sus¬ 

pected she had used some kind of feminine psychology to 
keep on things other than what he had brought 

Men foi^r”^ 

1 , ^ uncomfortaWe to thinTthat she 

had handed ^ so easily. He was determined that the 
s^nd tme ^gs would go more the way he wanted 
them to. But they didn’t And they still had not at the end 
of toe first month when he invited her home to meet his 
mother and have some dinner* ^ 

At toe end of three months his batting average was stifi 
zero. jWazrng! He had formed a rule of thumb for him¬ 
self wlule still in high school-six weeks. Whenever he 
was at bat six weeks without scoring, he caUed the game 
lost Md rought new compebtfon. That was the way he 
i^ally thought of his love life-competition for a prize 
e wanted. But with Peg it was not like that. Peg and he 

were on the same side-only they used diffetent locker 
rooms,. * 


At five minutes before midnight Goldie came in from 
me str^t, wearing her uniform. Goldie was Pegs room- 
shared a two-bedroom apartment a few 
blocks from the hospital, where they did most of their 
o\TO cookmg and had a lot of fun just living. The hospi¬ 
tal largest in toe state, was the town's chief distinction 
and only ornament. 

“You working tonight?” Rad inquired of Goldie. 
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Sure am* Special assignment. 

“Peg didn’t mention it ” Rad iSaid, feeling as if be had 

been left out of something. _ ^ 

“I wonder why notl" Goldie used a sarcastic inflection 
to show that she considered the reason perfectly obvio^. 

And she was right. When Goldie was not going to 
home. Peg always tried to hide that fact from him. He 
was too raunchy, she said. The two of them alone m the 
place, without Goldie to chaperone, was too dangerous. 

Goidie disappeared up the corridor and a few nunutes 
later Peg came down it, this time wearing a lightweight 
blue coat over her nurse s uniform. 

“All ready to go,” she announced, smiling. 


He stood up. 

“Did the old man get his massager 
“Massage and one ounce of mineral oil,” she said. 
“Standard hospital procedure." 

"I figured there was a catch to it,” Rad said. 

“What catchr 

“He had to take mineral oil to get the massage. 

“He likes mineral oil. All old men do. 

Rad sighed and tried to look sad. “That’s life,” he said. 
“By the time you’re old enough to enjoy the mineral on, 
you’re probably too old to enjoy the massage.” 

They walked out of the hospital hand in hand and 
strolled up the street. 

Pe^s apartment was on the top floor of a two-story 
apartment building. She unlocked the door, of^n^ it 
gently and turned to face Rad standing close behind her 
in the corridor, 

‘'Well, thanks for bringing me home^ she said, pursing 
her lips expectantly for his good-night kiss.. 

“How about a cup of coffee?” he asked. 

“You mean-make some coffee? Now?” She seemed dis¬ 
concerted. 

“Why not?” 
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toS ® tone intended 

to squekh the suggestion before it had time to flower. . 

Ill be gone by one o'clock,** he told her. “I promise.’ 

up t 

He wWspered back at her. "Guess who I saw whUe I 

was waiting at the hospital.' w wnue t 

‘IWho?” She was suspicious. 

“Goldiel” he said, still whispering. 

She winced, but stood her ground. 

are^^oSr'”" two of us 

''How?*' 

“You know.” 

“Sleepy?* 

“Not sleepy.” 

“Scared?” 

“Not scared. Oh-sort of bothered. Hot and bothered 

to be exact* / 

“You could make the coffee real strong,' he said, as if 
strong coffee would take care of everything. 

‘WeU-all right-you can come in for just one cup' 
she said, seemg there was no other way, 

^ He went in and stood beside her while she filled the 

it in. He fol¬ 
lowed her from front room to kitchen and back again as 
she set the little coffee table in front of the sofa with cups 
Md saucers and silverware. When she turned back to get 
Ae weam and ^gar. he had planted himself so she could 
not keep from bumping into him. At the contact he put ' 
JjK arms around her waist and drew her close to him 
Their bps touched hotiy as he kissed her with all the 
esire of Im three months’ celibacy showing. She returned 
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the Idss mth an ardor to match his own, but when he tried 
to do it agam, she puled away, 

*"1 saw your mother today,” said breathlessly. 

He sai^ “Let's go to bed * 

“We had an ice-cream soda together,” 

‘Teg“I need you. You need me—” 

“She said someone wants to buy the farm ” 

“Why wont you go to bed with me?” 

Her face was flushed and her mouth was working. In 
an uns teady voice, she said, “IT! get the cream and sugar ” 
She marched into the kitchen. Rad took a seat on the 
sofa. When she returned, she set bowl and pitcher on the 
coffee table and, iU at ease, stood looking dovm at him. 
“Yomr mother wants Id seU the place,” Peg said, 

“Why don't you sit down?” 

She did not sit down. 

- She said, “Are you going to sell it?” 

“No.” 

“Why not?” 

‘Tron know why not. Because Tm going to raise brolers 
there.” 

“You don't know anything about raising broilers!” 
“HeU ” he said slmrply, “III learn ” 

"If you want to learn something, I have a suggestion,” 
she said. 

She found her purse and dug out a postcard which she 
handed to him. It was a business reply card addressed 
to an electronics school in Chicago, asking for literature 
on dieir six mondis' course in television repair. He looked 
at it, puzzled. 

“Television repair?” 

“AlPyou have to do is fill in your name and address,” 
she said “TheyTl send you the information ” 

“What information?” v 

“Information about how to become a television repair¬ 
man ” 
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“Who wants to fool with that?" 

- “Ifs a lot better thao what you re doing now " she said. 
It was a retort, and mmediately she was repentant 
“Im sorry,” she said weaHy. 

He went to her and put his arms around her waist 
“Stop trying to nm my life, will you?” he said gently, 
“I know what Tm doing ” 

“Television repairmen make good money ” she insisted. 
“I believe that” 

“You'd like the work” 

“How do you know?” 

“Because you like that kind of stuff. Fixing things ” 

He answered her with another kiss. He put all he had 
into it, hoping against hope that she would respond. He 
could tell from the way she pushed against him that she 
wanted to. But she would not let herself go. As soon as 
he took his lips away, she was back on the attack 
"It would give us something to build on ” she said. 
“Build what on?” 

“Our marriage.” * 

It was not the first time she had mentioned marriage, 
ilvery time she did, it irritated him. Here he was burning 
up for her, and she wels calmly laying out a blueprint for 
dieir domestic future twenty years later. He let go of her 
and stepped back. 

“So that's it,” he said. “Youll go to bed with me when 
I can produce some crummy diploma* You want me to 
prove Ill be able to support you the rest of your life.” 

She stood patiently, waiting for the outbreak to subside 
—making him feel like a sulky schoolboy. 

“Your mother thinks it*s a good idea,” she said- | 

"My motherl” He was beginning to feel trapped. I 
“Yes. We talked about it thia^aftemoon ” 

“Ill just bet you did. Ill bet you laid out my life for 
the next fdrty years. Tell me this—did you decide how 
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much of my paycheck I could keep ^ch week for beer? 
Or are you going to buy my beer for me at the grocery 
store?” 

"You don’t have to get nasty about it,” she said calmly* 
"You can drink all the beer you want to." 

"Thanks,” he shouted. 

“I think the coffee's ready ” 

"I don't want any coffee," " 

"I thought you did." 

“Well, I don tr 

"Are you angry?” 

"No," he shouted at her, "fm sleepy. You make me 
sleepyl” 

She shrugged, "Im going home,” he said. 

"Good night,” she told him. 

He walked out, slamming the door behind him. By ttia 
time he reached the bottom of the stairs he had realiased 
how ridiculous he had made himself look. He stopped 
short and studied the wallpaper pattern for a full min- 
Qte. Slowly he turned and climbed the stairs. 

She was standing in her doorway waiting for him. He 
stopped in front of her. 

Im sorry to be such a disappointment to you, Ead,” 
she said huskily. 

"You can fix that," he said, 

I She said, "I will. Rad—when everything’s right.” 

“What do you mean by that?” he demanded, “What’s 
Wrong about anything?” 

* He was beginning to get worked up again, 

"You’d better go home now,” she said. "It’s late ” 

They Idssed, whereupon he pushed against her in a 
move to get into the apartment again. She stepped back 
and gently closed the door in his face. His nose was not 
more than six inches from the numerals on it. Twelve, 
the numerals said. That was just about the number of 
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weeks he bad known her—and so far as he knew she was 
still a virgin. 

Okay—he could wait. 

And there wouldn’t be any of that getting-married busi¬ 
ness to go with it, either. 


i 
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BAD was ten minutes late to work the next morning. 
Even soj neither Orvie nor Flotsky had arrived yet. For 
some reason never clear to Rad, Ae busiest the 

filling station came in the morning. That was why the 
entire staff of three always worked until noon. 

The remainder of &e day was divided mto afternoon 
and evening shifts with the two partners alternating in 
working them. If one had the afternoon shift one day^ 
he had the evening shift the following day. Orvie always 
worked the afternoon shift and had all his evenings off. 

It was not too satisfactory an arrangement, actually. Rad 
had tried to rework the schedule so everyone would get 
a full day off once each week. But Motsky and Orvie 
both objected to having the roudne tampered with. They 
said they were used to it the way it was, and they did 
not want it changed. 

Rad had set out the oil rack, unlocked the Coke ma¬ 
chine and put up the tire display by the time Orvie 
came in* face was bruised. The entire length of his 
nose was red and raw-looldiig. There was a smear of 
dried blood on one cheek. 

Rad was startled, " . j 

Tfey, what happened to yon?^ [ ^ 

Orvie stared at him, j ^ 
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^'Whafs the matter with your face?” Rad. asked. 

“You just leave my face out of it,” Orvie mutteredL 

brvie s moods were unpredictable. One morning h© 
would come to work whistling loudly and happily. The 
next morning he might be sullen and depressed Rad 
generally took his cue from Orvie's mood of the moment 
and did not try talking to him when he was at low ebb. 
But this morning, Orvie s battered appearance warranted 
an explanation. Rad was curious. 

/‘You’ve got blood on your face,” he told Orvie. 

Orvie looked into the mirror on the Coke machine. 
He wiped off the smear with the heel of his hand. 

“How"d you get it?” Rad asked. 

Orvie scowled at him. *"What do you want me to do 
first?” 

It was his unvarying question. As punctually as factory 
workers who check in by punching a time clock, Orvie 
had reported for work every morning of the past four 
months by asking, *‘Wbat do you want me to do first?'* 
And always Rad gave him the same answer: “Sweep the 
drive.” 

That s what he answered now. Orvie, obviously, was 
not about to explain about his face. No amount of ques¬ 
tioning would elicit the least sc^ap of information. He 
would tell about it later in the day, if he wanted to. 
When he felt Uke it. 

Orvie had finished his sweeping and Rad had serviced 
three cars before Flotsky got there, nearly an hour late. 
He parked his dull, uncared-for Studebaker sedan beside 
Rad's shiny convertible and came inside bumming a dirty 
song about a little Dutch soldier. There was no apology 
for his being late, no excuse given. 

He said, “Ho, partner. Hows she going?" He was in 
high spirits. 

"Okay,” Rad told him. "Where have you been?” 
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*Ask me no questions and Ill tell you no lies*^ Flotsky 
lit a cigarette. 

He breezed past Had and went over to Ome, The 
latter was putting a tire on a wheel, muttering to himself 
as he always did when he worked 
‘‘Whatta you say, Rom^?” he greeted Orvie. 

Orvie glared at him and went on with his work 
^TVowee, boy!” Flotsky said “You really got the living 
hell tramped out of you, din^cha?” 

He appeared delighted by Orvie*s appearancep 
“Maybe next time youTl thank twice about whose bed 
you re putting your shoes under,” said Flotsky, with much 
satisfaction, 

“What happened to him?” Rad asked, 

“Ask him,” Flotsky said 
“I did,” 

“And he's not talking?” Flotsky laughed. “Old Orvie's 
not talldngl I don't blame him,” 

Orvie had been beating on tibe tire witit a rubber 
hammer. He straightened up and turned to face Flotsky, 
the hammer still in his hand. eyes held the insane 
look that Rad had seen there before, Orvie was in a dan¬ 
gerous mood, 

“You shut up your laughing ” he ordered Flotsky. 
“m laugh whenever I feel like it,” Flotsky said. 
“You do, and youT get this mallet laid over your head ” 
The threat angered Flotsky, His face darkened, 

“You want to know what happened to him?” he asked 
Rad, “He was trying to stud a man out of his wife, and 
the man come home!” 

Memory of the event was gratifying, and Flotsky 
smirked. 

“And the man Jerked the stud off the bed and slapped 
the h^U out of him. With thatl” 

Flotsky displayed a big hand, which he held splayed 
out a few inches from Orvie's swollen nose. Orvie struck 
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at the hand with the hammer, Flotsky jerked back just 
in time to avoid a broken wrist 

‘Tfou crazy son of a bitch!** he yelled, raising a fist 
‘*You hit me, and ni cave your head in ” 

“How you like that?** Flotsky demanded of Ead, “He 
g^ts caught hosing a man’s wife, and then he gets sore 
when the man don’t like it” 

_ “You didn’t touch her for three months ” Orvie charged, 
as if the omission were his license to make free with 
Jolene, 

“What the hell business is it of yours?” Flotsky^de- 
manded. “That don’t give you no right to be crawling 
aU over her. Maybe I don’t want her crawled onl” 
‘*You ain’t touched her for three months while you 
been fooling around with Val Turcfai.” Orvie seemed to 
consider that this mention of Val Turchi made his position 
stronger, 

“Get me away from this halfwit,” Flotsky said, as if 
appealing to Rad- He turned and started for the door< 
“The nut house is where he belongs ” 

Orvie spiartg at Flotsky’s back with the hammer up¬ 
raised, Rad wajs expecting it He had seen Orvie strike 
at the back befora It was his favorite target Rad stepped 
in quickly and caught Orvie’s arm just as the rubber 
hammer descended toward the back of FlotskyTheai 
Rad twisted, and the hammer fell to the floor. 

Flotsky had whirled. His face paled* 

“What did he do?” he asked Rad* 

Rad turned Orvie loose and stepped back. The fallen 
hammer and the insane look on Orvie’s face told their 
story as clearly as Rad could have told it. 

“He tried to hit me with that hammer, didirt he?“ 
Flotsky spoke as if he found his wqrds difficult to credit 
“Nobody calls me crazy,” Orvie shouted at him. “Tm 
not craay.” 

It was an accusation Orvie never took from anyone- 
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A hundred times when they were growing up Rad had 
heard different kids taunt Orvie with the charge, and 
always Orvie had fought them until they apologized or 
until he dropped. 

*TfouVe fired,"' Flotsky told Orvie. To Rad he said, 
"I'm not going to work around anyone tries to kill me 
every time my back's turned*” 

"Take it easy,” Rad told him. "Well fix this,” 

"Well play hell getting it fixed,” Flotsky said, “He's 
fired.” 

The bell rang to announce that a car was on the serv¬ 
ice apron, 

“Go get him, will you?” Rad requested, “ril talk to 
Orvie.” 

"Talk to him?” Flotsky snarled, “Pay him off. He's 
fired*” 

He turned and went out to the waiting car. 

“Now, you see what you did?” Rad said to Orvie. "I 
keep telling you to watch your temper ” 

“He didn't have no business calling me crazy,” Orvie 

said. 

“Okay. Okay, forget it,” Rad told him* "rU fix it up 
* with him.” 

“I don't want it fixed up,” Orvie declared. “I quit." 

“You can't quit,” 

“Why the hell not?” 

“Wliat would you do?” 

It was the old question, where Orvie was concerned. 
If Rad did not take care of him, how would he get by? 

“Ill go to Alaska,” said Orvie* 

The same old question and the same old answer. Orvie 
was always going to Alaska to hunt uranium—only he 
never went 

“Flotsky will be all right when he cools down,” Rad 
said* 
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TTm not gonna stay,'* Orvie swore* “Give me what I 
got coming ” 

His face was set* There was that unreasoning look in 
the eyes Rad knew so well. Why not pay Orvie off? 
Then, after a few days, when he and Flotsky had both 
forgotten the incident, hire him back Pay him off and 
forget him would be better, but Rad knew he could not 
do that, Orvie was like a brother. And he was so helpless. 
He needed someone* He'd have to be hired back but 
maybe a few days off would be the best way to handle 
things. Give everyone a rest 
“Okay," Rad told him* “Ill figure it up." 

The amount due came to twenty«two dollars* Rad 
wrote a check and handed it to Orvie just as Flotsky came 
in from servicing the car, Orvie would be able to cash 
the check at the bank, 

“He going?” Flotsky asked, 

“Yeow," Rad said, 

“Good" 

“How about that chamois I paid f or?'' Orvie asked Rad* 
^Take it with you if you want it,” Rad told him* 

“1 haven't got any use for it,” Orvie whined, “Tm not 
gonna wash cars any more ” 

“Okay, then don't take it with you,” Rad said* 

Orvie was really hard to swallow when he was dis¬ 
turbed about something, 

‘Tay me for it,” Orvie said* 

“He's sure as hell not going to pay you for it,” Flotsky 
said. “Not as long as this place is hatf mine.” 

“I bought it to help you guys out,” Orvie was getting 
the insane look in his eyes again. “Now Tm quitting, 
and you got to pay me for it” 

“We'll see you in heU first ” Flotsky said. 

“How much was it?” Rad asked, 

’ Flotsky turned on Rad furiously, 

“You're not paying him for that thing out of my money. 
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He didn't have.to boy it. We already got a perfectly 
good chamois skin back there.” 

^ rm pay him out of my own pocket ” Rad said to con¬ 
ciliate Flotsky. 

JFlotsky bristled, but there was nothing in the proposal 
he could object to. 

He said, "Pay him then, if you want to be a sucker ” 
^ ^ "How much was it?” Rad asked Orvie again. 

^Two and a half,** Orvie said promptly, 

"He’s a liar,” Flotsky said. "You can buy all the chamois 
like that you want over at Krib's for ninety-eight cents ” 

"You’re a liar!” Orvie shouted at him. 

He moved in toward Flotsky so that the two of them 
stood within a foot of each other, Flotsky towering nearly 
three inches taller and much wider in the shoulders, big 
BS Orvie was. Both had their hands clenched. 

Rad stepped between them. He held two dollar bills 
and a half-dollar out to Orvie. 

"Here, take it,” 

Orvie snatched die money from Rads hand, spun, 
walked through the doorway without a backward glance, 

"He made you for a buck and a half,” Flotsky said. 
*I guess you know that.” 

"Yeow,” Rad told him. “It’s not the first time IVe been 
had.” 


» 9 0 

Orvie walked blindly. When he was particularly dis¬ 
turbed, it was sometimes several minutes before any 
rationality returned. He was sitting on a stool in the cafe, 
drinlong a cup of (Xiffee, before his turbulent thoughts 
assumed a measure of order. And when they did, he 
was not even thinking about the scene in the filling sta¬ 
tion. He was concentrating on Valerie Turchi’s tight skirts 
as she leaned over to wipe ofE the top of a table and 
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thinkmg how much he would like to bejn hed with her. 

She must have sensed that he was watdung because 
she turned suddenly and scowled at him* 

He was angry at her anyway because of her attach¬ 
ment for Flotsi^. So he walked ou^ lea^g the halt- 
finished cup of coflFee sitting on the counter. With no¬ 
where else to go, he turned automatically toward home, 
mumbling to himself as he walked along. 

Guys with wives acted like big-shots, he was thinking, 
always making fun of anyone that wasn^t married. Just 
because they had a steady supply in bed with them every 
night of their lives, they thought it was funny when some¬ 
one else had to do without. They got kicks that way, 
he supposed. That was part of the satisfaction of being 
married Like the kook who inherits a miHioD dollars 
from his grandfather and gets a big charge out of sitting 
around on his fanny for the rest of his life watching other 
people work. 

Who wouldn’t like to have his own steady stuff to, 
sleep with every night? Val Turchi, for instanoe-H^r Jolene 
Flotsky—or anyone, for that matter— 

A shrill childish yell broke in on Orvie's thoughts. 

Tlun for the wagon. I’ll hold them offi*’ 

He was home. And next door, Cheryl ^in Joslin was 
playing Indian with Bobby Harter* The ten-year-old boy 
was stretched out on the ground &ing away with a toy 
rifle that flashed sparks through the front of title barrel. 
As Orvie watched, Cheryl Ann ran and durew herself on 
the ground up against Bobby* It was a tomboy leap and 
her dress went up about her waist, Orvie watched the 
exposure with a sharp intake of breath. And suddenly he 
was a part of the game. 

He ran to the pair and threw himself on the ground 
on Bobby’s other side, 

Tfou shooting Indians?” he asked companionably. 
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“Yeah, boyl’ Bobby said, his eyes shining with excite¬ 
ment. "They’re about to get the wagon train.” 

“There’s one over fliere," Orvie said. 

Bobby pointed his rifle in the direction indicated and 
blazed awayv 

“That got himi” Orvie drummed up an enthusiasm to 
match Bobby’s. 

“I tell you what,” he said. "We better get the women 
and children back to the wagons. Right?" 

'“Right,” Bobby agreed. “They’ll get scalpedl” 

‘I’ll take them back,” Orvie offered, “while you stay' 
here and shoot those Indians.” 

“Rightl” Bobby was blazing away again. 

Orvie stood up but remained bent over at the waist 
to malfft a smaller target for hostile arrows. He skirted 
Bobby’s prone figure and approached Cheryl Ann. 

“Women and children back to the wagonl” he ordered 
authoritatively. 

Cheryl Ann frowned. 

“I have to stay hfere and load the rifles,” she said. 

“Your baby's crying for you,” Orvie told her. 

That did it The skinny girl took hfr outstretched hand. 
The two of diem ran for the garage all carouched over. 

Inside, Orvie looked back the way they had come to 
see if anyone were watching. No one. Except for Bobby's 
sturdy little figure stretched out with the rifle, there was 
nobody in sight The Joslins’ back door had a neglected, 
midmoming look—as if the house were deserted. The 
street was empty. 

The far side of the garage was used as a storage space 
for the 'usual accumulation of garden equipment and 
broken furniture. There was a lawn swing with rusty iron 
rods holding a striped canvas awning over it. It was 
more like a covered wagon than anything else in die 
place, and Orvie sat down on it, pulling in Cheryl Ann 
beside him. 
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“We better get some sleep,” Orvie told her. “So we-can 
take turns guarding when Bobby comes in.^ 

Cheryl Ann said nothing. She was jookiiig down at the 
big arm encircling h^ waist. 

The heat of her body against the-arm and his side was 
madly inflaming Orvie, 

"We'll have to take off our clothes ” he said, we 
can sleep good ” 

He •expected either acquiescence or objection, but 
Cheryl Ann gave neither. She let her body go limp 
against him and lay still. He could teD from the increase 
in her breathing rate and the feel of her hot breath on 
his neck that she realised they were doing something for¬ 
bidden—and she was willing. Curiosity or something, A 
thrill shot through Orvie that touched his very core. 

His bands trembled as he put them up under her dress 
and pulled down the little pink panties. He held her 
across his lap and took the garment completely off over 
her shoes. She helped by holding her feet close together 
for him. He cradled her against him with his left hmd and 
thrust the right one under her dress, stroldng her hot little 
body all the way from shoulder to knee. 

He put his whole arm under her dress and encircled her 
waist just above the buttocks. He drew her in close 
against him, and she nestled there, clinging with both 
arms. 

He longed for the feel of her bare chest against his own. 
He pulled at the zipper on her dress, and it ripped off in 
his hand. She moaned, and stirred a little. There was a 
shadow in the garage doorway, Orvie looked up quickly, 
Cheryl Ann s mother stood watching them, * 
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IT was nearly nooo when Rad got a phone call from 
Police Chief Lew Sacks* 

T got Orvie Stroup down here,"* Lew Sacks said, “He 
keeps asking for you,^ 

Rad was startled. 

“You got him down where? You mean the police sta¬ 
tion?” 

“That s right” 

Rad asked tensely, 'What did he do?"^ 

“Molested a min or.” 

“A miUorl How minor?” 

“A child” 

Rad had been expecting drunkenness maybe, or fight¬ 
ing. But molesting a child! Of course, it wasn't completely 
unlooked for. He knew the trouble Orvie had controUing 
his urges. They had talked about it many times. 

“He keeps asking for you ” Sacks said. 

“ITI be right there ” Rad told him, 

Flotsky had been standing by the phone. He hiew 
something was wrong. 

“What s happened. Rad?” 

“It s Orvie.” Rad wondered how much of the story he 
should teU Flotsky, -“That lad is in trouble,” 

“Molesting a minor, hey?” Flotsky had divined that 
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much from the telephone conversation- *They got him in 
jail?" It was a possibility that pleased Flotsl^. His voice 
was eager- 

“Yeow,” Rad said, “I have to go down and* see what 
ifs all about" 

Flotsky emitted a gloating chuckle. 

^ - ^You want a little bit of advice?" 

“No " Rad said. 

“Leave the son of a bitch where he is," Flotsky said, as 
if Rads answer had been aflkmative. “Hes right where 
he belongs.” 


« o • 

Police Chief Sacks was die only one in the office when 
Rad walked in. He was an oversize man with ego to 
match. His most prominent features were a pair of heavy 
jowls that hung down from both jaws and gave the ap¬ 
pearance of having stretched his face into a perpetual 
scowl. He was wearing his uniform cap and beneath it. 
Rad knew, the man’s head was bald except for a fringe 
of spiny growth around the sides. 

No admirer of Lew Sacks, Rad wasted no time getting 
to the point 

"I came about Orvie Stroup.” 

“Set down ” Sacks motioned to a chair. 

Rad pretended not to hear. He remained standing in 
front of the scarred desk. 

“Chief, who did Orvie molest?” 

Sacks was slow in answering. He studied Rad as if 
considering whether to answer at all. 

At last he said, “A little neighbor girl. Eleven years old. 
Cheryl Ann Joslin ” 

did he do to her?” 

“Ripped her dress off. Started in to undress her.” 

Sacks was being deliberately factual, routine, imper- 
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sonal. Like a big-city cop. He had been dn tfie force in 
Chicago for a while. But Rad was irritated by what he 
cxjnsbrued as the man's lack of feeling* 

**Well—there must have been something more to it than 
that,” he said. **Some reason for doing what he did ” 

“Oh, he had a reason,” Sacks said, “He was going to 
rape her,” 

Td like to see Orvie,” 

“Set down.” The police chief repeated his earlier invi¬ 
tation, sti^ with no trace of cordiality. 

Rad sat No use antagonizing the man if it could be 
avoided, he was thinking. 

Sacks stared unbHnldngly into his face, tapped a lead 
pencil against the desk blotter, 

“I don^t know what Orvie's going to tell yon when you 
talk to him. A padc of lies, more than likely. But IH just 
give you our position first and ask you to cooperate with 
the poHce, Orvie Stroup's been arrested fourteen times 
in five years, I checked the record myself. Thing is, we 
never had anythmg on him that would stick. Fitting, 
drinking, raising hell—that kind of stuff. Now we have 
something. As far as Tm concerned, what he's deserved 
for soma time, A good long stretch,” 

■ The man was through talking, but he did not take his 
steely eyes from Rad's face. The eyes carried a message 
that backed up his words. Don*t obstruct justice^ those 
eyes said, ' 

“Have you told his mother?” Rad asked, 

“His mother wants nothing to do with him. Shes 
• washed her hands of this deal,” 

“How about a lawyer?” 

“He has no money to pay a lawyer ” 

“So what's that mean?” Rad asked. “I thought everyone 
was entitled to a lawyer.” 

“He'll have the pauper attorney,” Sacks said, “Thats 
what the pauper attorney's for—paupers!” 
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Rad stood up. 

“Can I see him now?” 

“Sure.” 

Sacks pushed back his chair to give himself room to 
stand. He marched out of thd office and dovm a corridor, 
followed by Rad. At a solid door cut by a foot of iron 
grillwork at eye level. Sacks halted. He opened the door 
wordlessly, revealing a harsh steel-and^ncrete block of 
jail cells. 

Rad started through the doorway. 

Sacks said,- “Don t forget we e^ect your cooperation, 
boy.” 

“Where is he?” 

“Third cell on the ri^t. Til give you ten minutes." 

The first cell was empty. In the second was Old Man 
Delahanty. Delahanty spent more of his Hme in jail than 
he did at home. Wife-beating, child neglect, public in- 
toxication-everything except something he could be 
hanged for. 

Even before he got to Cell Three, Rad heard the mut¬ 
tering coming from it Orvie was lying on the cot with 
his hands behind his head, looking up at the ppiTing and 
talking to himself. 

Ho, Orvie,” said Rad. “You got company.” 

Orvie was up and to the ceU door in an instant , 

“They’re gonna send me to the mazy house,” he barked 
V wfldly. 

His ice-blue eyes had the bottomless look of the insane 
who stare but do not see. His nose had been bleeding 
again, and there were streaks of crimson on his face. His 
hands gripping the bars were rigid. Rad reached through 
and massaged his shoulders, gentling him as he would a 
frightened animal. 

“Take if easy ” he coaxed. “YouH be fine and dandy.” 

“I wasn’t going to hurt her,” Orvie said, “^e was just 
scared.” 
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“What happened? Tell me.” 

“She tore her dress on a nail. I was putting it back on 
her. I swear to God,*Rad. That’s tiie tiuthl" 

If that was his story, there was no use arguing with 
him. He would stick to it like glue. Rad knew. Better use 
the ten nunutes for something that would count. 

“Look, Orvie,” he said. "You didn’t hurt her, did you? 
I mean, you dldntt make her bleed or anything like that?” 

"Goi nol She’s a cute litUe thing. I was just holding 
her a minute. While I put her dress on. It was tore.” 

“How did it get tom?” 

“Bobby done it.” 

“Who’s Bobby?” 

The question infuriated Orvie. 

“How would I know who Bobby is?” he shouted. “I’m 
not Godl I didn’t make Bobbyl Who do you diink I am? 
God?" 

“Okay, Orvie—okay.” 

Rad massaged deeper, pinching Orvie’s shoulder mus¬ 
cles until he grunted with the pain. Gradually he became 
calm again. 

“Look, I’m going to talk with the Joslins,” Rad told 
him. “There’s no reason for them to be mad with you 
except this, is there? You never did anything to them?” 

“God, nol” Orvie was glaring hopefully at him now, 
eager for a miracle. “I never did anythmg to them. She s 
beautiful, Mrs. Joslin is. Their bedroom is right on the 
back comer of the house. He sleeps with her.” 

“Okay, Orvie,” Rad said, giving him a final pat. “I’ll be 
back. Don’t worry about anything.” 

When he was nearly to the door, Orriie shouted after 

him. 

“You going to see my mother?” 

“I will if you’d like me to,” Rad called back. “You want 
me to tell her anything?" 
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“Tell her I don't care if she prays for me or not," Orvie 
shouted. “I can pray for myself I" 

As if to demonstrate, he sank to his knees, still gripping 
the bars of his cell. He threw back his head and broke 
into unintelligible gibberish compounded of cliches, loud, 
sanctimonious intonations, and phrases expressing fear. 
Fear most of all. Orvie was afraid for his soul. His moth¬ 
er s lifetime of abortive religious teaching had suddenly 
borne fruit 

“What's the matter? He nuts?" asked Old Man Dela- 
hanty as Rad walked past 
' “He's scared," Rad answered softly, “Poor guy" 

^ ^ 

He stood on the rickety rough-board porch and knocked 
on the peeling gray door three times before Mrs. Stroup 
finally opened it a foot and thrust out her witchHke head. 

“How do you do, Mrs. Stroup?" 

She did not ^iswer. 

He said, “I'm here about Orvie." 

“Orvie's in jaii" 

There was a kind of satisfaction in the way she^said it. 

“I know he is," Rad said. “I just come from there. He 
was praying when I left,” 

^ He thought that would please her. 

“It won't do him no good," Mrs. Stroup declared firmly. 
“He waited too long. The good Lord bides his time, and 
when His purpose is served He don't take no stragglers. 
There hain't gonna be no Johnny-oome-latelys in heaven. 
Bless the Lord, brother. Amen " 

Look, Mrs, Stroup," Rad said, “Fm going next door 
and talk to the Joslins. Maybe it would help if you came 
along. We could both talk to them." ^ 

“I hain't got nothing to say to the Joslins " She glared 
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fiercely, “I hain^t said a word to tliem for five years and 
I hain’t saying nothing to them now,” 

Rad dropped his voice an octave to lend his words 
authority. ^ 

**1^5 for Orvie^ Mrs, Stroup. It might be a way to 
Orvie out of jail" 

She stamped her foot 

**1 don t want Orvie out of jail. Jail's the place for 
wickedness" 

‘*Orvie*s not wicked," Rad said, “He's just mixed up." 
The plea had no hell-fire ring to it Rad was not too 
hopeful, 

“He is, too, wicked," she declared as fervidly as if she 
were denounemg the devil himself, “You think I don't 
know? I'm his mother! Tve seen the wicked things he 
does " 

She let her tone become confidential but there was no 
mistaking the horrible revulsion in it 

“He plays with himself. Ever since he was eleven. 
Wastes his seed on the ground!" 

Her voice rose again, 

“Oh, I whipped him for it Till he bled. Don't think 
I didn'tl But it never done him a bit of good. It's a glory 
to God that he hain't been struck dumb long ago. And 
blind. Wicked—that's what he is, all right Evil! And now 
the Lord is having his day. Vengeance is mine, saith the 
Lord." 

Rad retreated before the bent woman's righteousness. 

He heard the door slam behind him^ felt the porch 
shake. 

He was trembling a Httle when he reached the Joslins' 
threshold. Mrs. Joslin answered his knock. Sh§ was in her 
middle thirties—neat, well-groomed, worried-looking. 

“Yes?" she said, her smooth brow wrinkling at sight of 

him. 
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“I m Rad Radkey. I wonder if I oouM talk with you 
Q little while, Mrs. Joslin " 

‘What about?” 

She was suspicious, 

“Orvie Stroup. Tin a friend of his ” 

She looked startled, then undecided. A man walked into 
the hallway and she turned to him. 

“Ifs someone wanting to talk about Orvie,” she said. 
The man joined her at the door- 
“What about?” he asked Rad. 

“This is my husband,” Mrs. Joslin said. 

Rad nodded. “Fm here,” he said, “to help Orvie. You 
see, I know he’s not as bad as this thing makes him look. 
IVe known him since we were kids, and he never did 
anything like it in his life before.” 

“I know Orvie,” Joslin said stiffly. “Wave lived next 
door to him for five years.” 

“Did you ever have any trouble with him?” Rad asked. 
The man shook his head but added, “He’s crazy,” 

“He’s emotionally disturbed,” Rad corrected. 

Joslin shrugged. “He ought to be put away ” 

Trjing a different tack. Rad said, T>o you know what- 
the trial will be like?” 

“Trial?” 

It was clear that Joslin had not thought about a trial 
“ThereTl be a trial,” Rad told him. “With pictures and 
headlines and aU the rest of it” 

“I don’t get you,” Joslin said, but his Jiostility had 
faded. 

“I’d like to save Cheryl Ann all that,” Rad said. "Going 
on the stand and being questioned. Then having every¬ 
thing put in the paper ” 

He knew that his words had told, Mrs. Joslin’s hand 
went to her husband’s arm. He turned and looked at her. 
“I’m not saying that Orvie hasn’t put your little girl 
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throu^ a rough experience," Kad said. "But I am saying 
that no good will come from sending hiTui to jail for it. 
m make myself personally responsible for Orvie. mat 
he needs is someone to look after him. He had some 
trouble this morning and it got him all upset. If it hadn’t 
been for that, nothing would have happened.” 

He told them about the friction that morning between 
Orvie and Flotsky and the way Orvie had walked out (m 
his job. The Joslins listened carefully. They invited Kad 
in.. 

He dwelled further on the embarrassment that a trial 
would cause Cheryl Ann, on how much better off she 
would be to get the whole thing out of her mind as soon 
as possible. His talk made sense to the Joslins. He could 
see that. But they remained undecided. 

“We can’t live next door to Orvie Stroup after some¬ 
thing Uke this,” Joslin said. 

An ijiea had been forming in Rad’s mind. He suddenly 
decided to commit himself. 

“I’ll take Orvie away,” he said, “Fve got a farm a few 
miles out of town that I’m going to him into a broiler 
plant. Orvie can run it for me. It will put him out where 
no one can bother him, and there’s no reason for you 
ever to have to see him again. His mother’s disowned 
him. He’ll never come back here any more.” 

The Joslins considered. They exchanged glances. Mrs. 
Joslin nodded. 

“What do we have to do?” Joslin asked. 

Call the police, Rad said, “and tell them you’re with¬ 
drawing charges.” 

Joslin still hesitated. 

“We don’t hate Orvie," he said. "We feel sorry for him 
more than anything else. But can you truly promise me 
he’ll never come back next door to live?” 

I promise,” Rad said solemnly. “Orvie’s not crazy. He’s 
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disturbed and slow but he can figure things out And hell 
listen to what I tell him ” 

Josliu said, “AH right* Anything to keep Cheryl from 
having to tell a story like that in front of a court.” 

• » « 

Lew Sacks was incensed when Rad got back to 
police station. 

“What did you teU them people?” he demanded, * 

“I told diem I was going to take Orvie out of town and 
keep him out” 

“You'd better!” The police chief broke a lead pencil in 
his pufFy red hands, ‘Tlvery time I bump into that loony 
bastard from now on, Tm running him in for something. 
Even if it's spitting on the sidewalk. The damn pervert—” 
“You’ll never see him again,” Rad said* “He's going to 
be out on my farm, raising diidceos.* 

“Hell have to come to town sometimes*” 

“Hell go north. It's not too mudti of a drive across the 
county Hne.” 

Lew Sacks put on a long-suffering expression. 

“Well, what can I do? The charges are dropped ” 

He had a cop release Orvie and bring him to,the oflEce. 
Orvie was dazed when he reached the street 
“Where we going?” he asked Rad, 

“You're free,” Rad told him* “The Joshns are dropping 
everything*” 

“Dropping everything?” Orvie did not comprehend, 
“That means you won't be punished,” Rad said. “Only"' 
there's one thing you have to promise,” 

“What?” 

“That youH keep out of this town. You’re not allowed 
even to be seen here any more.” 

Orvie looked frightened. 

“Where will 1 stay?” 


% 
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"Out on my mother s farm,” Rad told him. "Well turn 
it into a'chicken ranch, and you can stay tiiere and take 
care of the cbl<^fflis.” 

“Okay * Orvie said. 

“You promise?^ 

“I swear to God, Rad!" He lifted his hand. 

The allusion to God reminded him of something, 

“How come I got out?" he asked. 

“I just told you,” Rad said. "The Joslins dropped the 
charges.” 

“My mother didn’t pray for me, did she?” he demanded. 

“Not that I know of.” 

“I don’t want her praying for me,” Orvie declared 
fiercely. “I can pray for myself." 
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THEY started cleaning first in Grandpa Price's bedroom. 
Except for the scanty straightening-up Rad's mother had 
done a year ago when the old man had died, everything 
was just as he had left it Old liniment bottles, nibbing 
alcohol, pipe tobacco, drawers full of old letters,- stacks 
of newspapers and magazines, a pitifidly-small supply 
of ragged clothing. The old man appeared to have used 
the bedroom as a, storage space. 

Rad burned the things that would bum and buried the 
rest of them in a deep hole that Orvie dug in the chicken 
lot. The few of Grandpa Prices personal things that 
seemed too good to destroy he packed away in the bot¬ 
tom drawer of the dresser—a couple of flannel nightgovms 
that he had received as his perennial Christmas present 
from Rads mother, a few good towels, a pair of fairly 
new shoes—things that could be given to the Salvation 
Army some time. 

By the end of the fourth day they bad the bedroom in 
good enough condition for Orvie to sleep there, had the 
entire house cleaned from top to bottom. A fresh supply 
of food was stocked in the kitchen and Orvie s personaJ 
belongings had been moved in. 

Rad had been taking Orvie home with him every eve¬ 
ning after they finished working at the farm, and they 
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slept together in Rad^s bed as they had done so many 
times when they were boys. Three nights they did that 
On the fourth night Orvie slept alone in the house that 
was to be his new home. Next morning, he started cooking 
his meals in the freshly scrubbed Htchen. 

It was necessary, of course, for Rad to be on duty at 
the filling station every morning. But he made an arrange¬ 
ment with Flotsky to switch shifts so that Rad would work 
eveiy evening and be off every afternoon. Each of those 
afternoons he spent at the farm. The work there went 
ahead rather rapidly. 

They were lucky that it was early spring. The weeds 
had not gotten a good start yet. Half a day with Grandpa 
Price s old scythe cleared the yard, the chicken lot and the 
bam lot so that the tender young grass would have a 
chance to come through. Dandelions were sprayed, sag¬ 
ging gates were rebung, a broken window was replaced, 
and the old apple tree that had blown down was cut up 
into fireplace lengths of wood and stacked in an empty 
implement shed. At the end of a week the place looked 
pretty good, better than it had looked at any time in the 
past ten or twelve years* Everything except the bam. 

The barn was a gloomy building that appeared even 
larger than it was thanks to being situated on a slope. A 
good quarter-mile from the house, it had originally been 
painted red. But long since it had been bleached by the 
weaftter into a dirty, tobacco shade of brown. Now it sat 
with a sullen mien at the end of th© almost obliterated 
driveway leading back to it, as if brooding on the fate 
that had placed it so far from the other farm buildings 
and left it there to shift for itself like an old derelict aban¬ 
doned at sea* 

Rad stepped inside it briefly the afternoon he was cut¬ 
ting weeds. The central part was a wide, high-ceilinged 
section used as a shelter for Grandpa Price's old-fash¬ 
ioned, horse-drawn farming equipment. There were a 
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wagon, a couple of plows, a com planter and a hayrake, 
all witb their tongues stretching straight out in front and 
resting on wooden blocks, Eya^hing had the aspect of 
having been there for years. It had been a long time 
since the old man had-done any fanning. 

To the right of the central section were pens intended 
as shelter for horses or sheep. To the left was the milk¬ 
ing section, its row of wooden stanchions looking useless 
and deserted. There had not been a cow's neck in one 
of them for a decade. 

At the far end was a bin for grain storage. Rad opened 
the door and looked in. It was a cubicle about ten feet 
by fifteen with solid walls that went up all the way to 
crossbeams a couple of feet below the haymow. The 
wooden floor had been swept clean of grain, and the only 
things the bin contained were a broken rocking chair and 
a crazy three-legged table appareDtly stored there to get 
them out of the way. 

The haymow, too, had been swept clean and presented 
an unbroken surface of rough, oaken floorboards when 
Rad climbed the ladder far enough to be on an eye level 
with them. While a Idd, he had loved to play in that hay¬ 
mow. Now it had an ominous appearance. The whole 
bam did. There was a musty smell as of some secret place 
that has been too long without sunlight, and the dust 
everywhere was thick and deep. 

The chicken lot was directly behind the house. The 
brooder house had a wooden floor. The hen-house floor 
was of packed dirt. Both were soiled with the droppings 
of generations of hens and the neglect of Grandpa Price 
through the last fifteen years. 

But Orvie proved a tireless worker. It was as if work 
were a catharsis that he needed in order to rid himself 
of the taste of jaU. He pitched manure with a scoop shovel 
and hauled it to a back lot by the wheelbarrowful. He 
scmbbed with the aid of countless buckets of hot water 
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treated with disinfectant^ and^ overlaid everything with 
a .sanitary coating of whitewash. And all the time he 
worked, he talked to himself, 

“Okay,” he was mntteriBg one afternoon, '^they can put 
me in jail if they want to when 1 didn't do nothing. I don't 
care if they want to believe some lying brat. But Ill get 
even with her, I don t care if she is just a little girl No 
ones going to say I was tearing her clothes off when I 
wasn't Just wait till I do tear her clothes off her some 
day. Shell know what it's like to have her clothes tore 
off, then. Ill do it too. Don't think I won't!” 

Rad pretended to believe that Orvie was talking to him. 
He said, "Were you talking to me, Orvie?” 

Orvie glared at him. “No ” 

“I thought I heard you say something.” 

“I was talking to myself.” 

“Oh ” Rad said innocently. Then he added, “That's a 
pretty bad habit to get into, Orvie. Especially when you're 
going to be staying here by yourself so much of the time,” 
Orvie b^ame angry—whether because of the criticism 
or the thought of staying by himself. Rad did not know, 
“Tm not going to stay here all the timel” He threw 
down the scoop shovel he was using and faced Rad de¬ 
fiantly. “I got to go to town now and then.” 

“Sure, I know that, Orvie,” Rad said soothingly. “You 
can go anywhere north on the road* Once a week maybe. 
Something like that” 

“Twice a week ” 

“Okay, Twice a week” 

Orvie seemed mollified. He picked up the scoop shovel 
and resumed filling his wheelbarrow. Suddenly he stood 
up straight and looked fiercely at Rad. 

“They got any whorehouses up that way?” he de¬ 
manded, 

I know of one. Ill show you where it is.” 

Orvie started scooping again. 
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During that period, no one was loath to advise Rad 
concerning his championing of Orvie’s cause, and all 
those who did so, seemed to be of the same opinion. Rad 
was making a mistake. 

His mother scoffed, “It's nice of you to want to tike 
Orvies part the way you do. But you can’t keep on look- 
mg out for Kim the rest of his life. You two aren’t children 
any more.” 

Flotsky said, “What do you want to fool around with 
a kook like that for? Here he’s throwed in jail for get¬ 
ting into a kid’s pants, and you act like he’s been picked 
up for stealing hubcaps or something. He’s gonna get 
you in trouble one of these days. Real trouble. Don’t you 
know that?” 

Peg could not understand, either. “Rad, why do you 
think you’re obligated to Orvie Stroup? He doesn’t care 
about you. He simply takes advantage.of you every time 
he gets a chance.” 

Even Orvie’s own mother, when Rad returned to the 
warped, gray house after Orvie’s things, pronounced a 
warning. “You watch out, young man. You’re trifling widi 
the wrath of the Lord when you uphold Orvie. 'That boy 
is evil. And he’ll suck you right down to hell along with 
aU the other sinners who tty to stand in the way of the 
Lord's judgment!” 

What none of them appreciated. Rad mused, was that 
when you grew up with someone like Orvie depending 
on you all the time, you couldn’t just throw off the 
shackles the day the guy turned twenty-one. Orvie could 
be thirty-one or forty-one, and he would still be a kid. 
He was mentally retarded, and he was emotionally dis¬ 
turbed, and he had a crackpot mother, and he had been 
deprived of his father at the age of twelve. Looking out 
for him was something he expected of Rad and Rad ex¬ 
pected of himself. 

They got dehVery of the chicks the last week in April 
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Two thousand of them—chirping little balls of fluff to be 
converted into dnimsticks and wishbones for dinner 
tables as far away as Chicago or itidianapoMs or St. Louis. 
Rad divided them into five equal groups, each with its 
own oil-biiming brooder stove. Two of the groups were 
installed in the brooder house, the other three in the reno¬ 
vated hen house. They would not leave the buildings for 
ten weeks, at which time they would be carried out as 
fuU-growii broilers on their way to market 

Orvie fell into the routine quickly and with little com¬ 
plaint, He seemed to enjoy working with the chickens. He 
seemed content to cook his lonely meals in Grandpa 
Pricers kitchen and to go to sleep at night in Grandpa 
Pricers bed. It was not until the end of the second week 
that he reopened the matter of his going to town. Had 
agreed quickly to the suggestion, gave him ten dollars 
against the money he would have coming when the chick¬ 
ens were sold, and took hkn north in the convertible. 

‘'Where will I pick you up?” he asked Orvie when they 
stopped at the first town across the county line, 

^‘Why don't you just wait?” Orvie asked. 

“I have to get back to the farm ” Rad told him. "Some¬ 
one has to be there with the chickens.'' 

“It's not going to take me more than thirty minutes, 
Orvie said. 

Rad was surprised. 

“You re just going to stay in town thirty minutes?” 

“Sure.” 

"What are you going to do?” 

“Where’s that whorehouse you know about?” 

"Is that aU you came to town for?” Rad asked. 

"Sure ” Orvie said. “That’s all I need.” 

He actually seemed eager to get back to the farm. It 
was ^ if he had found a kind of security there. Rad 
thought he knew the feeling. He felt the same way—as 
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if their prodigious kbors had wrested something valuable 
from a wasteland Or conquered a wilderness. Something 
like that. 

Yet the reactions of visitors to the farm were singularly 
disappointing. 

Rads mother said, "The house needs paint, doesn’t itF* 

Tfeah, but wait till you see it inside,’* Rad told her. “We 
have it all cleaned up ” 

“I don't think Ill go inside,” she said 

“Why not?” * > 

She was evasive. “I know what it looks like ” 

Peg came out one afternoon with Had and stood watch¬ 
ing the chicks as they hovered under the edges of the 
brooder stoves or ventured out to the feeders to eat. He 
expected her to say something about how cute they were. 

Instead she said, ‘T)o you really like doing something 
like this. Rad?" 

“Well—sure,” he told her, T expect to make a fair 
amount of money.” 

“Maybe, But what I mean is, do you really like the 
work?” 

“Hell, yes.” He was a little irritated by her manner, 
“Why shouldn't I?” 

TTl bet you’d like television repair bett^,” she Said. 

Even Flotsky came out one afternoon. Overcome by 
curiosity about Rads activities, he left Jolene at the sta¬ 
tion to pump what little gas miglit be sold in an hour and 
drove out. He did not seem impressed by anything except 
Orvies living qusuters. 

“Buddy-boy,” he asked, "how many bedrooms you got 
here?” 

“Just one really^” Rad said. “There are a couple of 
others but this is the only one that's got a bed in it,” 

“That's okay,” Flotsky said, as one who is willing to 
make concessions. 
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"What s okay?” Bad asked 

"Oh, nothing ” Flotsky said. ‘1 was just thinking what 
swell placse it would make to"'shack up with someone 
you ever wanted to*” 
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THINGS at the filling station were going smoothly. Flot- 
sky and his wife were getting along better than Rad had 
ever seen them do. A good part of the new understanding 
came from Jolene s decision to stop in nearly every after¬ 
noon, help at the pumps/then ride home with her hus¬ 
band. They were like a newly married couple. He could 
hardly keep his hands off her. 

Valerie Tinrchi^s visits became less and less frequent 
Apparently she watched the fillin g station from the cafe 
window as her shift ended. If Jolene were on hand, Val 
drove past on her way home rather furtively—if one could 
be furtive in a gaudy eight-year-old convertible with a 
bumed-out muffler. On the rare occasions Jolene was not 
there, Val drove in to have her tires aired or to get a few 
gallons of gas. Flotsky serviced the gaudy convertible as 
impersonally as he had once been enthusiastic in servic¬ 
ing its owner. 

One evening after Flotsky and Jolene had gone/Val 
stopped in to talk to RacL 
“What s the matter with Flack?*' she demanded, 
“^Nothing that I know of," Rad replied. 

“He acts like he just found out his wife's paid for,'' 
Rad shrugged to indicate it was none of his business. 
Or hers, 
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^1 was tired of the stupid ape, anyway ” Val said. 

Perching herself on a comer of the desk at which Bad 
was doodling on a piece of paper, she blew xsigarette 
smoke into, his face. He looked up at her^ whereupon she 
crossed her legs seductively, letting one foot rest on the 
chair seat beside his hip. Her legs did not look too inter¬ 
esting in heavy-duty work hose and low-heeled restaurant 
shoes that made her ankles appear thick* Bad got out of 
the chair and stood in front of the glass-fronted showcase. 

She sneered at him. 

^'Getting all you want from that little blond nurse, are 
you?” she asked* 

"'Why don*t you beat it, Val?” 

^‘You want to bet I can t get Flack backF* she asked, 

“Why don't you go after some kid your ovm age? Leave 
Flotsky alone.” 

Although trying hard to appear casual, obviously she 
was nervous. There was a cloud of cigarette smoke above 
her head. 

"I'd leave him alone ” she said, "if I could do better,” 

She stared directly at Rad so there could be no mistak¬ 
ing her meaning, 

“No sale,” he told her* “Split out of here, will you?” 

She dropped her cigarette to the concrete floor and 
stepped on it as she stood up, 

“What's she do with her kids every afternoon while she 
works the pumps?” asked Val. “Neither one of them is 
big enough to be in school.” 

“Who you talking about—Jolene?” 

Val nodded, 

“m bet a beer she don't hire a baby-sitter every day, 
she mused aloud. “Probably locks them in and lets them 
bawl till she gets home,” 

Rad could not guess where such speculation could lead* 
He held his tongue, 

- “So long,” Val said to him> “Don't let your zipper rust.” 
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She walked out, humming a tune to show that lus 
jection had not gotten her down any. 

At noon the next day, just before Rad left for the farm, 
Flotsky got a telephone call from Jolene, His part of the 
conversatioo consisted of mostly qjonosyllablesjmd angry 
grunts. When he hung up he was swearing, 

‘What's the matter?" Rad asked. 

“Jo got a visit from the welfare," he said, “Some nosy 
bitch called them and complained she was neglecting the 
kids. Locking them in the house and going oflF leaving 
them every day. Did you ever hear a bunch of crap like 
that in your life?" 

“Who reported it?" 

Flotsky was off on a swearing streak again, 

“I don't know, but it wouldn't be hard to guess. We got 
the nosiest old biddies in town living on both sides of us. 
And is Jo burned upl" 

“I'll bet," Rad said. 

He was not buying that bit about neighbors turning 
in the complaint His money was riding on Valerie TurchL^ 

When he got back from the farm after supper it was 
maybe half an hour before check-out time but Jolene was 
not there. 

He asked Flotsky about it 

Flotsky snapped, “She's sitting home with the Idds!" 

“You hear any more from the welfare?" 

"Helll” Flotsky said, “They got in their say this morn¬ 
ing, Either stay home with the kids or get them took away 
from you, they told Jo.” 

Flotsky was rankling at the injustice. 

‘Who's got a better right to a man's Idds than the man 
hisself?” he demanded, as if daring Rad not to agree. 

Rad murmured something noncommittal and looked up 
to see Val coming through the doorway. It figured, 

“Where's Jo?" she asked. 
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Flotsky, gave her the whole story. Val reacted as in¬ 
dignantly as he had. 

'"Nosy sluts "-she said, referring to the neighbors. "That's 
the way it goes. There's always got to be someone around 
to tend to everyone else's business. Tell you what you 
ought to do, Fkck,” she said with sudden inspiratioa. 
""You ought to send^them biddies those Uttle badges that 
say Champion Trouble Maker on them. You can get them 
down at links.” 

Flotsky liked the idea. 

“Damned if I won't do iti” he said enthusiastically. 

That was as close as the two of them got right then 
because of Flotsky s agitated condition. But Val was back 
the next evening before check-out Rad was not surprised. 

An overnight sleep had eased Flotsky's bitterness to¬ 
ward the welfare authorities. He even laughed when Val 
said, “Here, Flack, I got a couple of Trouble Maker 
badges to send those old bags who reported on you." 

It was exactly die kind of humor Flotsky enjoyed. The 
two of them had a lot of fun wrapping the little metal 
pieces in toilet paper and stuffing them into envelopes 
addressed to two of Flotsky's neighbors. Rad watched 
Val's leg press against Flotsl^'s as they worked, and once 
she got her hand down into his pants pocket. Looking for 
a pencil, she said. 

“If that pocket had a hole in it, you might find one " 
Flotsky told her, and they both got a good laugh out of it 

The next evening she offered to bet Flotsky a dollar she 
could steam him beyond control just by kissing him. 
Flotsky took the bet. 

“No hands now,” he cautioned. 

Val lost the bet and paid off the dollar. Yet it was ap¬ 
parent from that moment that her campaign was going 
to succeed. Rad decided it was his duty to teB Flotsky 
what he suspected. 

When Val was gone and there were only the two of 
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them in the station, he said, “I thought you and Jolene 
were getting along now.'" 

“W© are,” Flotsky swore* 

“Then why all this fooling around with Val?” 

“I wasn't fooling around with her,” Flotsky said. “I was 
winning her dollar,” • 

“You know what she"s trying to do, don't you?” Rad 
asked. 

“Whatr 

“She’s trying to get you right back where you were 
before you and Jolene made up.” 

“Okay, let her try,” Flotsky said. “I’m having fun.” 

“You want to know what I think?” , ^ 

“Whatr 

“I think she’s the one reported to the welfare about 
your kids.” 

That surprised Flotsky. But he remained wary, 

“What niakes you think that. Rad?” 

“Because she was in here just the evening before talk¬ 
ing about your Idds being locked up all day ” 

“Yeah?” Flotsky said. He was not angry. He decided the 
new development was funny. He threw back his head 
and laughed. “She went to a hell of a lot of trouble, didn’t ^ 
she?” he cackled, thoroughly pleased. 

“Once they hold still for old Flack, they never get over 
it.” 

One more check-out with Jolene absent, and Rad fig¬ 
ured Val’s^mission would be accomplished. Then would 
come the old business of Flotsky and her pairing off in 
the corners again like a couple of dogs in an alley. Rad 
did not want that. Not because of the harm such carrying 
on could do to the business, although that was part of it 
Mainly he did not want it simply because they behaved 
like a pair of fourteen-year-old Idds with their sex and so 
made him uncomfortable. 
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As soon as Flotsky and Val had left, he telephoned 

Jolenep ^ ^ ^ * 

hope you won't think Ym out of line, but I have to 

tell you something^ be began. 

‘^What’s happened?” 

“Nothing-yet ” he said, “But you'd better be here to¬ 
morrow evening for check-out. If you re not, Valerie 

Tuichi will be.” . . j 

“I can't get away from these damned kids," Jolene said, 

“Can't you get a baby-sitterr 

There was a pause mdicating Jolene was thinking, and 
then she said, “I might get Mary Farris when she comes 
back from work. Only ttiat would throw me a little late," 

“Better late than never,” Bad told ber. “I figure Val's 
going to have the unveiling tomorrow night-” 

Jolene s mind was made up, 

“Ill be there " she said grimly. 

Check-out the next evening was like cotmting money 
in a brothel. Val was oo hand early, all set for the kilh 
She tickled Flotsky in the ribs, blew into his ear, pufled 
a gray’hair out of his chest, and painted one of his nails 
with her new shade of nail polish- Flotsky made himself 
a willing accessory. The two of them were passing a wad 
of chewing gum from one mouth to the other when Jolene 
marched in, 

“What the hell's going on?” she demanded, going up to 
them. She took a position face to face with VaL 

“We're checking out,” Flotsky said stupidly, unrecov¬ 
ered from the surprise of seeing Jolene there. 

“Looked to me like you was checking in ” Jolene said. 

“What's that supposed to mean?” Val shot back, acting 
as if hef honor had been impugned. 

“Jo, what are you doing away from the Idds? Flotsky 
demanded before Jolene could answer Val. 

“I'm trying to keep their father from making an ass 
out of himself,” Jolene said. ^ 
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Rad had been counting money. He dropped the task, 
sat on an edge of Ihe desk and watched. 

' You know what they call whores like you back where 
I come from?* Jolene demanded of Valerie. 

The girl strove for something biting to say in retuni 
She could think of nothing, responded feebly, "What do 
they call them?” 

"Whores,” Jolene said 

Valerie snorted in derision €ts if tiie exchange had been 
a bad joke. 

"What did you do with them two kids?” Flotsky 
shouted. 

"How many kids?” Jolene yelled back, 

"Two,” he said, like a schoolboy answering a question: 
in arithmetic. 

"Threer Jolene yelled triumphantly, as if she had baited 
a trap and caught him in it "One and two are down at 
the house with Mary Farris. And three is right here ” 

She pushed her stomach out at Flotsky and tried to 
shove it against him. Flotsky stepped back, looking at his 
wife^s poked-out stomach incredulously. 

"You^re lying ” he muttered. 

"Lying, hell,” Jolene said. "I got another litde Flotsky 
in there right now.” 

"You told me there wouldn^t be any more.” 

Flotsky^s anger was building and, as it built, Joleiie*s 
lessened. 

"How you going to keep from having babies?” she de¬ 
manded, sounding defensive. 

“You dirty, lying bitch,” Flotsky roared. 

"Is that the only way you can keep your man?” Val 
said. "Tie him up with brats?” 

Jolene turned on her savagely, 

"You whore!” 

She struck at Val with her purse. Val took the blow full 
in the face and staggered backward. Jolene followed and 
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stmck again. Val warded off the purse and threw an arm 
around her attacker s neck. The two women grappled and 
fell to the floor, where they rolled over and over in des¬ 
perate combat. 

“Stop them,” Rad yeOed at Flotsky, 

“Hell, let them'fi^C Flotsky said. “They’re not going 

to hurt each other." , 

The women’s rolling had ended with Jolene on top but 
the position did not seem to give her any advantage. Val 
had both hands entwined in Jolene’s hair and was pull¬ 
ing her head down. Jolene was clutching Val’s wrists, 
trying to work the treses loose. Both women fought with 
their eyes shut 

Rad put an arm around Jolene’s shoulders and took 
both Val’s wrists in his other hand. He squeezed the wrists 
together and simultaneously gave Jolene’s body a twist, 
using his loiee for leverage. The fighters came apart. He 
hauled Jolene upright and jerked her away before the 
two cbuld make contact again. Val sat up on the con- 
Crete floori 

Both women were crying and swearing at each oth^ 
but neither seemed inclined to renew the fights Their hair 
was tangled, their clothing spotted. Joleiie's blouse was 
tom across the front, e^^osing a well-filled bra and a bare 
midriff. 

Flotsky listened to the invective for a while as if tr^dng 
to make up his mind what to do. Then abruptly he 
grabbed Val by an arm and helped her up from the 
floor. 

“On our way,” he told her. 

Val permitted herself to be led toward the door. 

“Where you going?” Jolene called after them. 

“None of your damned business,” Flotsky yelled over 
his shoulder. 

“You let loose of that bitch,” Jolene shouted. 
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“Go home and pky with your babies." Flotsky passed 
through the doorway, jerking Val along with him. - 
*■ Jolene rushed after them and Rad followed, Flotsky 
and Val got into Vais gaudy convertible, Jolene ran at 
the ear, holding her tom blouse together with one hand 
and waving her purse Uke a battle dub vrith the other. 
The convertible backed with a sudden thrust, forcing her 
to jump aside to keep from being hit The car reversed 
itself and moved forward with a force that spvm its 
wheels. Jolene was left staring as it careened into the 
street and disappeared in the dusk of early evening. 
After a few moments she tomed and ran back to the 
station doorway, where Rad stood. She was crying uncon¬ 
trollably, bawling like a frustrated child. In the door- 
Way she threw both arms around his neck and cuddled her 
head against his chest as if she sought protection there. 
Instinctively he put his arms around her,and held her 
close, doing what he could to comfort her. 
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WHEN Flotsky failed to show iip for the morning shift. 
Rad did not think too much about it. Several times' before, 
Flotsky had stayed home with a hangover and after last 
night s sc^ne Rad was not really expecting him, anyway* 
•He worked the morning alone and was kept running, but 
he enjoyed it The increased activity gave the illusion 
that business had improved. At noon he telephoned over 
to the cafe to ask if someone could bring him a hot sand¬ 
wich and a cup of coffee* A1 Ennor brou^t it. It was then 
that Rad learned Val had not reported for work that 
morning, either. 

The lunch hour passed and still no Flotsky. Only an 
occasional car stopped at the pumps now. Rad had time 
to wonder. Orvie would be expecting him at the farm 
about now* They had been expecting to take out the litter 
in the henhouse and put down fresh. One-thirty came and 
went. Rad telephoned Jolene. 

“This is Rad,” he told her. ‘Ts Flotsky there?” 

Jolene seemed concerned, 

She said, “No, Ain’t he at the station?” 

“Hasn’t been here all morning,” Rad told her. 

“Not here, either* He didn’t come home last night ” 
“Oh?” 

Rad felt foolish. He did not know what to say, 

“How win you get out to the farm?” Jolene asked* 
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“Oh, he'll be coining in-^before long” Rad made it 
casual, "ril hang around till he gets here,” 

But at three o'clock Flotsky still was missing; Rad would 
have telephoned Orvie to explain the delay but there was 
no phone at the farm. Finally he called his mother and 
asked her to drive out there to tell Orvie the reason for 
his absence. He gave her a list of supplies that Orvie 
would need and told her to pick them up at the grocery 
store. 

Check-out time passed. Tha*e was no one to checkout 
to. It was supper tune. Rad telephoned the cafe for a 
cube-steak dinner, which was delivered by Sarah Stroe- 
der, Val had not been to the restaurant all day, Sarah said. 
Had not called. She was fired if she did show up. 

The after-supper hours dragged. They always did. Be¬ 
tween seven o'clock and nine Rad serviced three cars 
for a total of eighteen gallons of gas and one quart of 
the cheapest oil. At nine-thirty, Jolene came in. She was 
in a fury. 

“Ain't you seen that son of a bitch all d^y?” she de¬ 
manded, the minute she stepped through the doorway. 

Rad shook his head. 

“I just found out something else,” Jolene said, “That 
whore he was with ain't been to work, either ” 

“I know ” 

“They're shacked up somewherer 

Jolenes eyes glittered. She gripped an edge of the 
desk, 

“Fd Uke to catch them together once. Just once. I'd 
scratch out that bitch's eyesl” 

She paced restlessly, complaining. 

“He sticks me at home with his kids and anolher one 
, coming, and then he runs out and climbs in bed with 
something like that.” 

She clenched and unclenched her hands nervously, 

“Well, he ain't getting away widi itl” 
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She looked steadily at Rad^ her eyes bold. 

‘"When he comes home, he^s liable to find me doing 
what he"s doing. I can cheat as good as him.** 

Her steady gaze was disconcertmg. Had lit up a cig¬ 
arette. 

The second day of Flotsky*s absence was interminable. 
Fifteen hours Rad put in—pumping gas, operating the 
grease rack, washing cars, changing tires and waiting for 
customers. 

About an hour before closing time, Jolene turned up. 
She did not show her anger this time, and she had taken 
pains with her appearance. Her dress was a striking thing 
of gold and blue stripes—and skin-tight. She was wearing 
heavy make-up although her skin was naturally smooth 
and her color high. A pair of artificial black eyelashes con¬ 
trasted sharpl/with her carefully arranged, sand-colored 
hair. 

"Just thought rd drop in a minute,** she told Rad. “1 
don*t suppose youVe seen him today, have you?** 

"Nope,** Rad said. “He hasn't been home, hubp** 

She shook her head and laughed scornfully. 

“They re having a good one, I guess,** 

She came up close to where he sat at the desk. Her 
breast^ were on a level with his ^yes and only a few inches 
away: He could smeO her perfume. It was too strong but 
tliere was something exciting about it. 

“I hate to ask you this. Rad,” she said. "But would you 
do something for^me?” 

"Sure.” He had never noticed her teeth before. They 
were even and white, strong-looking. “What is it?** 
"Flack didn*t leave me any money.** She put a hand on 
the back of his chair, "I spent the last cent in the house 
this morning.** One finger brushed his neck lightly and 
was gone. “I was wondering if you could give me a couple 
dollars maybe, and hold it out on Flack when he gets 
back.” 
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“I don't know why not/ He gave her a five-dollar biE 

She took it as if the amount thrilled her, 

**A five?” she said. 

^ “Why not?” Her nearness disturbed him, *‘ni get it 
back from Flotsky.” 

“You're a good kid. Rad/ 

Before he knew what was happening, she kissed him 
on the lips. He clutched at her automatically and then 
dropped his arms. She took her lips away but let her 
face remain clos^. He could feel her breath. ^ 

“Why don't you let yourself go?” she asked him. “Who 
do you think you’re kidding? 1 know about all the women 
you been taking out/ 

“What women?” he asked without intending to. The 
nearness of her was overpowering, 

“When you first come home from the afiny/ she said, 
“Before you got hooked up with that nurse/ 

She put her hand flat down on his leg. The heat of her 
palm penetrated his coveralls and spread upward. 

“I got everything that nurse has,” she told him. ‘‘And 
anything I got, you can have whenever you^want it.” 

She started her hand up his leg. He stood to dislodge 
her, 

“Okay,” she said coldly. was just offering you a way 
to get your five dollars' worth—in case Flack never comes 
home.” 

“He will! HeT be home tomorrow.” 

Rad hardly knew what he was saying. He was looking 
at Jolene, but he was seeing Peg. She was standing there 
naked, waiting for him. Damn it. She couldn't keep put¬ 
ting him off forever. She had to give in some time. They 
all did , , , 

d • • 


He closed early, showered and changed clothes in the 
men's room. Then he drove past Peg's apartment. There 
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was a li^t on, so he went tip. She opened the door for 
him and smiled. She was glad to see him. And then, 
womanlike^ her mood ctianged. She pouted. 

’‘Where have you been for two days?” 

“Worldiig ” he said. 

“For two whole days?” 

“I worked thirty hours out of the last forty-eight ” 

He told hor about the quarrel between Flotsky and 
Jolene, about how Flotsky and Val had disappeared, and 
how that left him alone to run the station. Peg was 
instantly sympathetic. 

“You can't do that, Ead,” she told him. ‘TouTl have to 
get someone to help you ” 

“IT! get someone tomorrow ” Rad said. “If Flotsky's not 
back by eight o'clock Ill hire that Sheldon boy. He's been 
asking about a job.” 

He was suddenly aware that Goldie was not in the 
room all the time he had been talking. 

“Where's your roommate?” 

Peg was reluctant to tell. 

“Working,” she said finally. 

The excitement that Jolene had kindled in him, that 
had not yet died, leaped op stronger than ever. Only ihe 
two of them in the apartment. Now was the time—if ever. 

There was a fresh, clean scent to Peg as if she had just 
come from the shower. Even the loose blue robe she wore 
could not obliterate her figure. The lines were firm and 
beautiful. Look at those breasts. Those hips— 

She must have been aware of his look, his thoughts, be¬ 
cause suddenly she started to fire questions. 

“How is Orvie getting along?' 

"Okay.” 

“How are the chickens?” 

“Doing fine.” 

“Did you get the ventilator in the roof?' ^ 

“What ventilator?” 
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“You said you were goin^ to put in a ventil^or, re¬ 
member?^ 

“Don't do that/' he ordered sharply. 

She was taken aback. 

“Don't do what?'' 

“Don't get me started out talking about myself," he 
said, “Let's talk about us for a change ” 

He pulled her into his arms and kissed her/ She made 
no attempt to stop him. Her body fused against his for 
the duration of the kiss. Through the clumsy robe he could 
feel every outline of her body. The pressure of her breasts 
against his chest was electric. When the kiss came to an 
end, she pushed away from him. Her breathing was 
labored. 

“Hows your mother?" she asked, 

“Stop it" ^ 

“Can't I ask about your mother if f want to?" 

He tried to seize her again but she avoided him, 

“No, Rad," she said. “Not now." 

“Not bow!" he mocked. “When, then? Let's mark it 
down on a calendar, and 111 wait. But I have to know. 
I have to know tonightt" 

He reached for her once more. She tried to put him 
off but this time he pushed through her resistance and 
crushed her against him ruthlessly. But there was no re¬ 
sponse, She stood passively waiting for him to release her. 
He dropped his arms, 

“You want to play cribbage?" she asked coolly, 

“Cribbagel" He stared at her incredulously. “I stand 
here burning up with need for you, and you want to play 
cribbage?" 

“It win take your mind off me, Rad," she said. 

“I don't want to take my mind off you! I like to think 
about you and me being in bed together. And it's time 
you started thinking about it, too.” 

“Don't you think I have?” 
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""Let's skip the guessmg games,*" he said cruelly, 

“You know I have!"*^ Her voice was not cool any more. 
It was tense, like his own, 

“And what did you decide?"* he asked her, “To let me 
bum till I show up with a TV diploma and a set of tools?"' 
“You had better go. Rad,"" she said. 

She sounded close to tears but he did not try to make 
it easy for her. 

“I'll go,*" he said "There's nothing to stay for ” 

He walked out, slamming die door. Before he reached 
the bottom of the stairs he was feeling full of remorse, 
yet he stayed angry. He could feel Peg's breasts against 
his chest, feel the way her waist curved as if to fit his 
arms. It was good to hug her, but four months had elapsed 
since he had been closer to a woman than that, A record 
for him. The longest he had done without since he was 
seventeen years old. What was it Jolene had said that 
evening he had taken her home? 

/ might us toeU be a tmn as go on this wa^ mmh longer. 
Yeah, that's what she had said. And he mi^t as well be 
a monk. 

Strange how his thoughts transferred themselves sud¬ 
denly from Peg to Jolene, He could remember die feel of 
Jplene's hand on his leg back at the station* The way it 
had burned. 

He went to a bar and drank whiskey sours. He put away 
four of them as fast as the bartender could mix them, 
and then he sat there toying with a fifth. 

Anything 1 got, you can have whenever you want ft. 
That's what Jolene had said. 

It wBB hard to do no more than sit there, needing a 
woman as he did, whan relief was his for the asking. What 
the hell was he tryMg to prove, anyway? He squirmed on 
the seat and his trousers knotted up* His undershofts 
pinched. He downed the whiskey sour and left. 

Flotsky's house was dark when he parked in front of 



it. A drab frame house, small, warped, dark with peeling, 
discolored paint that once had been gray. He knocked on 
the front door softly, feeling more like a burglar than a 
lover, He had to knock again before Jolene responded, 
her eyes bleary from sleep, wearing an old green robe 
with big red flowers running up one side. She was peevish, 
remained so even after she recognized Rad. 

'*What do you want?" 

He cast around for some way to answer the question 
tactfully and settled on a lie. 

"I just wondered if Flotsky got home yet” 

"Hell, no!” 

“That’s good,” he said, looking straight into her eyes. 

She got his meaning and seemed surprised. 

^ “You want to come in?” She held the door open. 

He stepped past her. She had turned on the lamp in the 
front room when she had come to the door. The light 
revealed wildly figured wallpaper, scarred woodwork, 
rough floorboards around the edges of a worn, dingy rug, 

Jolene shut the door and leaned against it. She did not 
say anythmg, just stood there looking at him, waiting for 
him to make the break. He put out his hand and stroked 
her hair disheveled from sleep! She stood quietly, like a 
trained animal, making no move to help or hinder— 
waiting. He dropped his hand to her chin and ran his 
fingers along the contour of her jawbone. He kissed her 
hard on the lips and came out of the kiss with his arms 
under the robe she wore, holding her close against him, 
massaging her buttock. 

“You sure that’s what you want?” 

She was having a hard time keeping her voice imper- 
sonal, although that was her intention. Rad could tell. 

“Tm here,” he said. 

“You been a long time getting around to iti”' 

She sounded accusing, petulant, as if implying she 
might just decide to withhold her favors because of some 
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whim. Rad was in no mood for feminme dissimulation. 

“What do you want me to do? Crawl?” 

His tone must have pricks her resentment. She reached 
for the switch and turned out the light. In the darkness 
she put both arms around his neck and kissed him. He 
kissed back, pressing her body against the door with his 
ovm. Her hands left his neck and traveled downward. He 
felt them at his belt buckle, at the zipper of his trousers. 
She was undressing him. 
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FLOTSKY did not show up the next day, so Rad toed ^ 
Terry Sheldon to help him at the service station. He was 
a freckled, tousled, roughneck kind of kid one year out of 
high school, just waiting for a friend to get out so they 
could go into the army together. He was dependable, easy 
to get along with, and he loved working around cars. On 
top of all that he worked cheaply. Rad could afford him. 
By the end of the first day, the boy had the routine well 
enough mastered to be left alone for any shift except the 
morning one, 

Jolene worked out well, too—up to a point. Rad had 
figured the affair with her for a one*night stand. But two 
evenings after Terry Sheldon was hired, she showed op 
at check-out time. She had a chicken dinner cooked, she 
told Rad, and she wanted him to come home with her 
and share it He obliged. 

He ate heartily and stayed with her until three o'clock 
in the morning. After that, it seemed to drift into a more 
or less regular thing, his going to Flotsky's house for 
supper and staying a good part of the night 

There was a leisurely feeling about being with Jolen© 
that he had missed during his over-night shack-ups in 
various motel rooms. This was more like being married. A 
home-cooked meal, a regular bedroom, a woman who 
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nagged him a Ultle but pleased him much* AH the comforts 
of home he had in Flotsky s house, even down to two kids 
to dan^e on his knees when he felt like it, Maiy Ellen 
was five, Teddy two. They called him Unde Rad and 
were always glad to see him coming in the door* 

Two weeks passed. While ttiere had been much specu¬ 
lation at first concerning the whereabouts of Flotsky and 
Valerie Turchi, the talk died down quickly. No one 
seemed much concerned. The concensus seemed to be 
that the two had simply gone away together and would 
be back as soon as they tired of each other. 

Rad did not let thoughts of Flotsky's homecoming 
bother him. Things would work out some way. As Jolene 
said on more than one occasion when they were getting 
up from, going to, or lying in bed together, "Were not 
doing anything they ainT—meaning Flotsky and Val, 
That was the way Rad figured it, too. Flotsky had no 
kick coming. As a matter of fact. Rad soon discovered that 
in usurping Flotsky's place in bed he had also assumed 
a considerable burden outside bed that should have been 
Flotsky s. Jolene was always needing money, 

“Mary Ellen has to have a pair of shoes,*' she would 
say. Or, “The phone bill's due.** Or^ “We're oiit of groc¬ 
eries " 

Rad did not mind paying the 1 estimate bills. After alk 
he was. receiving value for his money. But he noticed that 
during the two weeks he played papa, Jolene bought 
three new dresses and an expensive-looking handbag. He 
did not relish being played for a sucker. 

His attitude toward Peg remained the same. He 
wanted her. When Jolene undressed before him, he won¬ 
dered what Peg looked like witii her clothes off. When 
Jolene caressed him, he wondered if Peg could not do it 
better. Once he surprised himself looking into two-year- 
old Teddy's face and wondering what kind of son Peg 
and he would have. 
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T^one," he told himself, in answer to thatquestion. “Be¬ 
cause we’re not going to get married, and she wouldn’t 
go to bed with anybody without mamage!*' 

Then he tried to drive thoughts of Peg from his mind 
by going into excesses with Jolene. But ^er the sex had 
left his body exhausted and spent, his mind remained as 
questing as ever. It would conjure up images of Peg,^ 

They did not stop seeing each other. Three times during 
those two weeks he took her out after work for a drink. 
They sat in a booth drinking whiskey sours and watch¬ 
ing some bald-headed little guy play love songs on the 
electric organ. 

Rad had a hunch that she knew what was going on 
between him and Jolene. Lots of people were tahdng 
about it After all, this was a small town, and everybody 
minded everybody else’s business. Yet Peg never said a 
thing to Rad about it. Jolene was the one who blew up. 

"I know what you done last night I" she accused one 
evening as Rad came in for supper. 

“Not guilty, officer,” he responded laughingly. 

“You took out that nurse you used to go with." 

“Used to?” he snapped. * 

“You mean you still go with her?” 

“I guess I do,” Rad said, “if I took her out last night" 

“Don’t try to lie out of it.” She was building into a rage. 

“Who’s trying to lie?" Rad queried calmly. 

“You saw her, then?" 

“Sure I saw her." 

“What about me? Don’t you love me? Or do yop Just 
Uke what I do for you when we re m bed together?" 

Rad was losing his patience. 

“I like what you do for me when we’re in bed together," 
he said honestly, 

“That’s what I thought," she said. “That’s just what I 
thought" 

“I never told you I love you,” he said. 
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“A woman takes some tilings tor granted. Especially 
when a man sleeps with hef every ni^t." 

“Look,” he said, “Any time you don’t like our arrange¬ 
ment, just let me know, and I won’t- bother you any 
more.” . , 

He waited for her to answer but she dropped it there. 
“You better wash up. Supper’s about ready.” 

She still sounded resentful, of course. 

Rad’s mother was resentful, too. One evening she made 
it a point to go into matters. "What’s happened to you 
and Peggy?” she asked. 

“Nothing's happened.” Rad purposely made his answer 
short, considering that the best way to put her off. But she 
was pCTSistent. 

“You’ve seen her exactly twice in two weeks,” she stated. 
"Who says?" he asked her in a tone that implied denial. 
“She does. I ran into her uptown today.” 

“Okay,” Rad said lamely. “I’ve been busy with the 
chickens.” 

“J know what you been busy with,” his mother said. 
"Everyone does.” 

A couple of more weeks slipped by. 

One evening in early June, Peg stopped at the filling 
station about an hour before closing time. Rad had not 
seen her for several days. 

“I was shopping,” she explained in the apologetic man¬ 
ner of one who fears she is intruding, "I just thought I d 
drop in a minute.” 

Her hesitancy made Rad feel uncomfortable, guilty. 
"I’m glad you did,” he assured her. 

An embarrassed silence followed. That was all wrong, 
he thought. Peg and he should never feel embarrassed 
together. 

“Well—where have you been keeping yourself?” she 
asked, making a hard try to sound light and relaxed. 

But it had been the wrong thing to say. The already 
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tense atmosphere tightened even more. Rad made no at¬ 
tempt to answer her inadvertent question. 

He said, “Stick around till I get closed up, and well 
have a drink," 

Okay, Peg tossed her head and smiled, “Anything I 
can do to help?" 

"Sure.” He was glad for some kind of activity that 
would relieve the necessity for conversation. “You count 
tile money.” 

He removed the changer from his belt and a roll of 
liills from his pocket. She sat down at the desk and started 
to stack the coins. Rad went outside to get the readings 
finm the pumps. When he returned, she had the money 
counted and was lighting a cigarette. 

“You finished already?" 

“There wasn't mudn” 

They both laughed, and for the first time things began 
to feel unstrained between them. 

And at that moment Jolene walked in. 

She had been suggesting for several evenings now that 
she get the kids to bed early and come up to drink a beer 
with Rad after closing time. He had told her to do no 
such thing. And now here she was. > 

She stopped short and glared at Peg. Peg stared back. 
Neither spoke. Both scowled. 

“What brings you here, Jolene?” Rad asked in order to 
break the silence. 

“I come to help you close,” she said harshly. “Only I 
see you got help already." 

He would have introduced the women, passed the 
whole thing off as lightly as possible, but he could see 
that Jolene was set for trouble. 

p'ou d better go back home,” he told her, keeping his 
voice gentle* 

She turned as if she were going to do what he asked. 
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But before she reached the door, she paused. Then she 
turned abruptly, stepped back toward Peg. 

“You're Peggy she said. 

It wasn’t a question, but Peg nodded her head. 

“Tm Jolene Flotsky.” 

Peg said, “I know who you are ” 

“You’re the one ou^t to be leaving,” Jolene said. 

Rad interrupted hastily, 

“Now, Jo.-Go on home before you get yourself into a 
lot of trouble.” 

“Before I get who into a lot of trouble?" Jolene clenched 
her fists. 

Obviously she was in one of her nasty moods. At such 
times, he knew, it was impossible to reason with her. 

“You want to know where he goes every night after 
he closes up here?" she demanded of Peg. 

“No. I dmi’t care where he goes,” Peg answered quickly^ 
“I’ll tell you anyhow. He heads straight for my place,” 
Jolene said. “You want to know why?” 

Peg did not bother to answer, Uiis time. She sat erect 
in her chair, looking down at the stacks of coins. 

“Because I got something he likes,” Jolene said. “And 
because I let bim have it any time he wants it” 

There was only one way to stop her, and that was how 
Flotsky would have done it Forcibly. Shove a hand over 
her mouth. Throw her out But Rad could not behave 
that way. He stood as stiffly as Peg sat, the two of them 
listening without wanting to as Jolene ranted on. 

“He eats my cooking, and he twiddles my kids, and he 
sleeps in my bed every night Where does that leave you, 
Idddo? Right out in the cold. So why don’t you run along 
and get yourself a nice young doctor down there at the 
hospital and shack up with him some place and leave us 
alone? We’re getting along fine. We don’t need you." 

The diatribe gave no indication of ceasing. Pegs face 
had turned the color of canned salmon. She rose awk- 
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wardly, careful not to look at Rad, and walked toward 
the door, 

“You want to know who paid for this dress fm wear¬ 
ing?” Jolene flung after her, “He did. He pays for my 
kids’ shoes. And their haircuts. And the groceries we eat.” 

Peg was outside now, Jolene raced to the doorway and 
shouted after her, 

“He likes it! He gets his money back whdi we re in 
bed together. Every night. I give him anything he wants, 
every night—” 

Peg was gone. Jolene stamped back into the station, still 
bristlhig. She glared at Rad, ready to protect herself with 
further invective. It was not necessary. Rad stood in 
front of the showcase and stared back at her without 
speaking. And without blinking. Gradually her rage dis¬ 
appeared. She lowered her eyes. 

“Everything I told her was true,*’ she declared de¬ 
fensively. 

Rad went abruptly through the doorway, 

“Where you going?” she called after him. 

Without answering, he went to the outside oil rack, 
picked it up and carried it inside. He strode back to 
take off the air hose and lock the pumps. Jolene followed 
him. 

“Why don’t you say something?” she demanded. “You 
know every word I told her was God’s truth,” 

Rad went on with the business of closing up. He 
scooped the money into a sack and tied it to his belt. He 
turned out the lights, stepped outside. Jolene stood beside 
him as he locked the door, 

“You think Tm going to have you play around with 
something like that while you’re sleeping widi me?” she 
asked. “You’re crazy!” 

Still silent. Rad walked to the shadowy comer of 
the apron where his convertible was parked. He walked 
fast, Jolene trotted along at his side, supported mostly 
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on her «« because to 

SebTSs to rr d" «- 

.Tto utoek it He slapprf her W away. 
S i?ked back as If be had struck mdi a dub. 

‘‘What the hell you doingr 
He spoke at last, 

Sr at her and it feD to to con- 
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morrow.” 
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point. Rad thought But he did not feel like laughing. 
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like someone ^e.M^ apartment house and ton 

He drove strai^t to l^egs ap 
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in a dark suit, his another crying because she was 

^ddeiily a lost and bnely feeling engulfed him. He 
^d up the motor and drove off with L soft summer 
night ^ressmg his face. In some way he could not ex- 

Cl^. ^d tinglingly alive. His own body 
spond^ to the night’s caress as if it actually were 

f annoyance to make extra 

abrnff*”'"® whiskey sours and thought 

about women and marriage. Those who did it without 

bitXT^S certificate were supposed to be whores and 
bitches. Those who first got the piece of paper were con- 
1 er^ decent And the difference was some hypocritical 
preacher or drunken justice of the peace who sa^“I now 

schfni I 5 gorteo of high 

school, ^d now it was closing in on him. Trying to. 
sour^ ® martini. They were quicker than whiskey 
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JOLENE sobbed in frustration as the lights of Rad*s car 
disappeared down the street. Fnistratioii had been her 
lot in life for a long time. She thou^t back to the long 
period of abstinence her husband had forced on her. Ab¬ 
stinence for her, while he had indulged himself with Val 
Tujchi. Then had come recondliatioii, only to end when 
Flotsky had gone away with the odier woman. 

Jolene was honest with herself about it, at any rate. 
She no longer allowed herself to feel love for her husband 
—the big tramp. But she did miss his presence in the wide 
bed he had left behind. She had been sleeping with 
the imm regularly for years before he had been snared 
by Val. Jolene could not get along without a man, with¬ 
out sex. She had been conditioned to it She had to have it. 

The arrangement with Rad had given her even more 
satisfaction than life with Flotsky, There had been a kind 
of freedom between Rad and her that the husband-wife 
relationship had not allowed. In Jolene^s eyes, Flotsky 
was an animal. A pig, to be exact. He always had been. 
He bad enjoyed hurting her. Since the night he had 
flayed her with the belt, a beatmg had become a regular 
part of his love routine. At first it had been exciting for 
Jolene, too. But quickly she had learned to hate it. She 
had begged him not to do such things. He had made her 
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love life a pain-filled trial, but Flotsky would have it no 
other way. 

Rad, on the other hand, bad been tender, considerate. 
Jolene had never lain in bed with him once tfiat she had 
not thought of the old line remembered from her youth* 
Ifs not so much what he does while he^s there as it is 
the cute wag he crawls on and off She would not have 
cared if Flotsky never came back as long as she ooidd 
maintain her position as Rad*s mistress. And now here 
was Rad leaving her standing in the fiUmg-sfeition drive¬ 
way, cutting out on her as Flotsky had done. She had lost 
again. A second man had treated her like dirt, and it was 
back to the wide, lonely bed for her. 

It wouldn't be lonely forever, she told herself as she 
got into Flotsky's old Studebaker and started home, Flot¬ 
sky would come back eventuaHy—when he tired of Val 
Turchi or she tired of him. 

But what was Jolene to do in the meantime? When it 
came to pinning down a man, how could she compete 
with aU the little bitches free to run around the streets 
every night? God, they started at twelve years old these 
daysl And here she was an old married woman with two 
small children, and pregnant again. Already she could 
notice the swelling of her stomach, sense new life 
within her that was going to stretch her out of shape. 
Make her ugly. Give her anoRier Httle Flotsky to haog 
on to her and caU her mama* 

She could not get herself to go inside the lonely little 
house when she reached home. She puDed in toward the 
curb, intending to stop, but the darkness that lay around 
the front porch like a stain revolted her and she sped on. 
Trying to think, she drove around the block* There 
a couple of high-school boys with bicycles standing under 
a street light, talking to each other. She drove past a 
second time to get a cbser look at them. They could not 
have been more than fiftden, but already one of them was 
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beginning to show the broad shoulders and narrow hips 
of the man he was going to be* 

Shoulders? Jolene suddenly was reminded of someone, 
Orviel Orvie had wide shoulders. 

And something more, Orvie bad the stamina of a horse, 
A magnificent stud horse. 

The memory of their night together made her twitch. 
What did a stud like Orrie do for a woman when he was 
away from everyone for as long as Orvie had been? He 
surely had to do something, didn't he? Or was she die 
only person in the world who absolutely had to have it? 
No. Orvie had to have it, too. She could teli That night 
they had shared the bed they had been perfectly matched. 
Out there'on Rad's chicken farm Orvie was probably ly¬ 
ing awake right now, aching his guts out for a woman. 
On impulse, she turned the car toward the hi^way 
intersection. A tremendous excitement filled hex. Faster 
and faster she drove. On die open road she went seventy. 
She almost missed the turnoff, made it only by jamming 
on the brakes and causing the driver behind her to jam 
on his. She did not care. She would soon be with Orvie, 
If everything worked out ri^t, there was no reason why 
she could not drive out here every night to be with him, 
It was black night when she pulled into the woodlot at 
the chicken farm. The grim frame house was dark except 
for a yellow square of light near tihe back, Sbe walked that 
way and knocked on a door there; the kitchen door, she 
supposed. She could smell the strong, stale odors of cook¬ 
ing. There was another smell with it, a man smelL 
Orvie opened the door and stopped short when he saw 
who it was, 

''Hi, Orv,” she said, trying to appear at ease. 

"Jolener 

He was glaring at her suspiciously. 

T heard about you living out here now,^ she said to 
him. "I been intending to come out and sea you—” 
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‘mat for?" 

^The abrupt question was unexpected* She hesitated, 
‘‘Well—because we re friends. Aren't we?” 

“You let that son of a bitch beat my face in," Orvie said. 
“Flack?" She had almost forgotten how her previous 
meeting with Orvie had terminated. "Oh, thatl I couldn’t 
stop him, Orvie ” she said. "He beat me too " 

Orvie glared resentfully. 

“Ain’t you going to ask me in, Orvie?" 

"What do you want to come in for?” 

“Because we always have so much fun together,” she 
told him. "Doii’t you remember how it was before Flack 
come home that night?” 

He seemed undecided for a whde. At last he told her, 
"Oh, you can come in if you want to ” 

He led the way. Inside the Idtchen, a dim kerosene lamp 
sitting on the table revealed how incredibly littered every¬ 
thing was. There were stacks of dirty dishes on the table 
top, the stove, even heaped up on diair seats. Every dish 
in the place must be dirty, Jolene said to herself. The 
cupboard doors were open, ^awers were pulled out. A 
loaf of bread poked half out of its wrapper, the slices 
drying out and turning hard. The ceiling was dotted with 
flies gone to roost for the night. Her nostrils were filled 
with the stale odors she had smelled earlier. 

“Don’t you ever wash dishes?" she asked, intending it 
to be funny. But her tension made it come out in a strained 
voice. 

“What business is it of yours?” Orvie growled. ^ 

He was not glad to see her at all, she thought The beat¬ 
ing Flotsky had given him still rankled, and he blamed 
her for it. She had to make him forget the beating and 
recall ttie rest, all that had taken place before the beating. 
“Remember when we did it that night, Orvie?" 

“Sure I remember," he said. His tone was surly- 
“Let's do it again, Orvie, Right away.” 
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He said, "I don’t want to ” 

It w^s an unexpected turn. She had anticipated an al« 
together diflFerent reception. The frustration she had felt 
back in the filling-station driveway flooded back She was 
desperate. She put a hand on his arm. 

“Why notjOrvie? Gosh, why not?” 

She let her hand go from his arm to a spot below his 
waist She applied firm, gentle pressure to the spot. 

Orvie said nothing, but his breath became labored. 

"Why don’t you want to do it with mej Orvie?” she 
coaxed. 

"Because you never wanted to do it with me.” It was 
a bitter accusation, 

"How about that time up at the house?” 

"Sure, we done it that one time—when you wanted to. 
How about aU the times I wanted to?” 

"I didn’t know you wanted to.” 

"Sure you did ” 

"I swear I didn't, Orvie, W© could have been doing it 
all along if I’d knowed you wanted to. Why didn’t you 
tell me?” 

His lack of acquiescence made him even more desirable 
to her. She wanted him more than she had ever wanted 
a man before. Standing amid the disorder of the smelly 
kitchen, he was like an animal in his lair. The bestial 
quality emanated from him in waves that made her 
dizzy. 

“Please, Orv,” she begged. "Don’t be mean. Do it to 
m e. Ooh—” 

She let her hand drop to the spot below his waist 
again. The feel of him maddened her. She pulled at his 
zipper. He grabbed her hand and held it. She tried to 
break his hold with her other hand, and he held them 
both. She sobbed in frustration. 

“You really want me to do it to you?” he asked won- 
deringly. “You ain’t just teasing Orvie?” 
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“I swear I mean it Please, Orvie. Please—* 

She was begging, but she did not care. She had no 
pride now. She never had had any pride where sex was 
concerned, 

'‘All right,” he said cunningly. He had decided to test 
her. "Drink the stufiE in that dish ” 

He pointad to a cereal bowl on the table. In the bowl 
was a nasty-looking accumulation of soupy garbage- 
milk, coffee, catsup, grease drippings, the pidp of an 
orange. The bowl was about half full, its sides stuck with 
dried com flakes and a few coffee grounds. Jolene looked 
at the repulsive mess and turned sick to her stomach. 

'Why do you want me to drink that? Why should I?” 

"Because I say so. If you want me to do it to you, go 
ahead and drink.” 

"No, Orvie,” she said. "Ill do things to you, if you 
want me to. Anything, But I can’t drink that stuff. It 
will make me sick.” 

"I don't care if it makes you sick,” Qrvie said, "Drink 

it.” 

“Let me do something to you,” Jolene pleaded. “Some¬ 
thing that will feel special good.” Her idea was that he 
wanted to humihate her. Some men got kicks out of doing 
that to a woman. All right, she would go along with it. But 
there had to be some other way than drinking garbage, 

“No. I don’t want you to do anything to me.” 

"Please, Orvie. I can’t drink that stuff,” 

He was en]03dng himself immensely. 

"Suit yourself. If you don’t drink it, I won’t do it to 
you.” 

He walked away from her and then turned to watch 
what she would do. She went to the table for a closer 
look at the contents of the cereal bowl. There was nothing 
actually harmful in it. It was the combination that made 
it unpalatable. It was slop in a dirty bowl. But it wouldn’t 
hurt her. Why not drink it, after all, if that were the price 
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his silly, warped mind required for the use of his mag¬ 
nificent body? 

‘Tou promise youTl do it if I drink up?’' 

“I swear to OodJ* 

She lifted the bowl to her Kps, closed her eyes and 
swallowed the liquids as she would castor oil. 

The orange pulp stuck in her throat. She forced herself 
to swallow it She set dovm the bowl, gagged, retched, 
fought down the reflexes trying to make her vomit. 

"All ri^t’’ Her voice was unsteady, "Where s the bed¬ 
room?^ 

Orvie picked up the lamp, let her follow him. 

As she undressed, he stood by the bed with a calculat¬ 
ing look on his face. She knew what was going through 
his mind. Having succeeded once, he wanted to see if he 
could humiliate her more. She bad not suffered enough 
yet for the hurt his warped mind told him she had caused 
him on the night they had been caught in bed together. 

But he could not deny her the pleasure of his body 
without also denying h imself the pleasure of hers. He 
wanted it as much as she did, she was sure. His eyes were 
gleaming in the dim yellow of the lamp. She moved closer 
to the Kght and pretended to have trouble unfastening 
something so she could spread her legs and expose her 
sex more clearly. Her efforts were rewarded by involun¬ 
tary grunts from Orvie. When she looked at him, he was 
staring hypnotically at her nakedness, breathing through 
his open mouth. But he had made no move to shuck off 
his own clothes. 

"Get out of your pants, Orvie,” she said. She was more 
sure of herself now. 

“You take them off if you want them off,” he said in a 
-last vain gesture of resistance. 

So she started to strip him. Usually she enjoyed un¬ 
dressing a man. It was a normal part of the love play. But 
not now. Now she was f ull of a terrible urgency, and 
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Orvie's clothes were all that stood in the way of fulfill¬ 
ment. She tmbuclded his belt and tore the fly of his 
pants apart without touching the zipper. The pants col¬ 
lapsed around his feet She jerked down his shorts. 

That did it Orvie’s passivity vanished. 

He grabbed at her—btit tripped in the tangle of clothes 
around his feet He kicked free of them, lunged at her 
again. She was propelled backward, fefl tCK the bed 
with Orvie on top of her. The force of their charge 
scooted the bed against the wall with a scr undiin g sound 
of metal legs rasping over splintery wooden floor. The 
entry of his body into hers had the impact of a well- 
directed kick. The shock of it made her cry out His move¬ 
ments began. Wildly she matched her own to them, tear¬ 
ing at his shirt and undershirt to allow thmr straimng 
bodies contact 

In a couple of moments, Orvie's movements unex¬ 
pectedly stopped. Frantically she increased her ovm mo¬ 
tions to get him started again. 

“Keep going, Orvier she cried, 

“Hold still * Chvie growled, enforcing the order by 
slamming her jaw with his fist 

The blow turned her head sidewise and exploded it 
into the piUow, but she felt no pain. iUl sensation was so 
centered in the region where Orvie held them linked that 
there was no feeling elsewh^a in her body, 

A full minute he lay without moving. His breath came 
in great gasps. Chdy th^ did Jolene realize that he was 
recovering from a climax that must have been nearly 
simultaneous with entry. 

Inwardly she cursecL Frustration, Kver frustration. 

She was about to curse him aloud when sudd^y his 
swinging movements began again with virtually the same 
vigor they had had before. 

He poked her heaving breast with a hard knuckle-and 
barked. 
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''Come on, dammit. Nowl** 

Joyfully she resumed her pumping up against his un¬ 
dersides. 

All night long it lasted. There were no mouth losses 
between them, little talk. They had one common purpose 
and it was not conversation. They shunned it as if the 
energy reqxiired to fmm words would lessen the reservoir 
of vitality better emended on something vastly more 
important 

It was a vitality that seemed boundless at first Yet as 
the night ran down, the twitchings and thrashings which 
had become the dying reflexes of tiieir passion became 
less demanding. The Intervals between love bouts be¬ 
came longer. 

At some point during the early morning hours Orvie 
went to sl^p. When he woke up, Jolene was standing 
beside the bed. Noting that she was putting on her 
clothes, Orvie lifted himself on one elbow, 

“Where you going?" 

"Where do you think?" She sounded peevish, 

A fear came into Orvia's mind, "YouYe going home, 
hain't you?" 

“Where the hell else would I be going?” 

“Lef s do it again," Orvie said, 

Jolene groaned. 

“Godl Haven*t you had all you want yetF' 

Orvie grabbed her arm and jerked her into the bed. She 
was wearing her panties and slip. He threw the slip up 
under her arms and jerked at the panties. The flimsy stuff 
ripped in his hands. 

“Be careful what you re doing,” Jolene snarled at him, 
“Pants cost money." 

He moved on top of her with an energy produced more 
by anger than passion. Even as he bored at her, his 
thoughts were on something else. For a single night his 
lonely bed had been blessed by a bounty that would 
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never be his again as long as he lived. All his life he had 
longed for a night such as this one had been, and now 
it was over. She would be leaving as soon as he let her 
up. She wanted to be gone right now. 

‘*You*re never coming backj are you? he demanded. 

^Tm never going to get gone, if you don't finish pretty 
soon," she said. 

His anger increased. He brought the act to a climax that 
left him spent but unsatisfied. She squirmed out from 
under him and calmly began to don her dress. Orvie 
swung out of bed and watched as she lifted her arms, let 
the dress slide over her head. For an instant she was 
like a person bound and helpless; and in that instant was 
bom the most magnificent plan of Orvie's entire life. 

He woidd tie Jolene up like that. On purpose. 

He would then keep her as his prisoner! 

And then he would be able to do it with her whenever 
he wanted to. 

Where could he keep her? The barn? Why not? Tlie 
bam was a long way from the house. No one ever went 
there. He could keep her hidden in the bam for weeks, 
maybe. Do it with her every day—every night, all night 
long. And suppose someone found her? So wjmt? They 
wouldn't find her before he had been able to use her 
dozens of times, maybe hundreds. 

He sprang into action, throwing cm his pants. The 
upper half of his body remained bare for his shirt and 
undershirt were in tatters, shredded by Jolene in her 
passion. He tlirust bare feet into muck-laden shoes and he 
was ready . 

Jolene was sitting on an edge of the bed with one shoe 
on and one off when he grabbed her by an arm and 
jerked her upright 

"Hey, God damn you, you're hurting met” she yelled 
at him. 

“Come on,” Orvie said. 
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He pulled her alcmg behind Mm, she screeching, bit¬ 
ing, hitting at him with her free hand. He dragged her 
through the littered Idtehen and outside, where the sky 
was^in a fcransitory s^ta between darkness and dawn. It 
was not light enough to really see. The inside of the 
bam would be pitch black. 

Orvie drew her back inside the kitchen and pushed her 
down into a chair* 

^'Set there,” he said. 

,She started to get up. His fist exploded on her mouth* 
She fell back into the chair and looked at him* She was 
thoroughly frightened now. Tears seeped into her eyes* 

"Orvie, what's the matter with you? What are you 
doing?” 

"You just set there,” he said. 

He took a kerosene lantern from its hook on the waD 
and lit it 

"Can I put on my other shoe?" Jolene asked* 

“You won’t need it where we’re going.” 

"Huh? Where’s that?" 

"To the bam.” 

He took her by the arm again and pulled her out of the 
house* 

She tried to hang back. 

"Orvie, what are we going to ihe bam for?” 

"Shut up, dammit” Orvie said, "All you do is talk.” 

The long walk to the bam was dark and rough, over 
a rocky path* Jolene was limping and crying when they 
arrived. Orvie slid the great door open on its msty, pro¬ 
testing track. They stepped into the black maw of the 
cavernous center section. Orvie held the lantern over¬ 
head so its feeble light would reach farther. The long 
row of stancMons looked surly, as if the years had ren¬ 
dered them weary and rebellious. The sheep pens cast 
crazy shadows, 

Orvie shifted the lantern* Its yellow rays fell on the 
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grain bin at the far end. He hurried to it, drawing Jolene 
with him around Grandpa Price’s old hayrake that pro¬ 
truded its long, blocked-up tongue like a finger pointing 
die way throng darkness. 

The inside of the bin looked perfect, Orvie decided. 
Fifteen feet by ten. Solid wooden floor. Solid wainscoted 
walls. Heavy door. The place was like a prison cell— 
escape-proof except by way of a ceiling. But there was 
no ceiling. The walls were merely topped by heavy cross- 
braces to m^e them sturdy. Two feet above the braces 
stretched the floor of the haymow. The two-foot space 
had apparently been left there as an entiyway for grain 
coming into the bin. 

Hanging on one wall was a coU of heavy wire. Orvie 
took it dovm and touched a strand to Jolene's neck She 
jerked back 

*What are you doing?^ 

"Nothing," he said. “Hold stflL" 

She was staring at him, terrifiedL 

“You re not—youVe not going to hang me—" 

Orvie thought that might be funny. He laughed. 

“Naw. Im just going to tie you up. What would I want 
to hang you for?" 

“Don’t tie me up, Orv" she pleaded. “I won’t run 
away." 

“I know damned well you won’t," he told her. "Get 
down.” 

He gave her arm a twist that brought her to her knees 
so he could bend the wire around her neck But when 
he tried to twist the loop shut, h© could not bend it dose 
enough. 

So they made another trip to the house, where he got 
the big wire pliers Rad and he had used to put up some 
poultry netting. With the tool he fashioned a wire loop 
close against Jolene’s neck and twisted the end of the 
wire back on itself in a long spiral that he eould not 
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untwist with his own bar© fingers. And he was lots 
strongeir than she was. 

He climbed up on the rickety old three-legged table m 
the bin so that he could reach one of the top crossbraces. 
To it he secured the odier end of the wire, twisted it back 
on itself to form a second spiral like tihe first one. He left 
enough slack so that Jolen© could walk around in the 
bin, lie down, stand up; but th© wire would not permit 
her to reach the doorway. She might stand on the table 
and climb up to th© erossbrac© as be had done, but it 
would not do her any good. Without pHers, she would 
never be able to untwist the heavy wire at that end any 
more than she would be able to work the wire loop free 
from around her nedc She was his prisoner. His 
property. 

He could use her any way he wanted to. “You re not 
going to leave me this way, are you?” 

She could not believe this was happening to her. It had 
to be a joke. Or something she was dreaming, 

"Why not?” 

“But—but you've got a sharp end sticldng up ” she 
wailed, fingering the twisted end of the wire around her 
neck. “It hurts whenever my chin touches it ” 

"I tell you what,” Qrvie said. “Keep your chin up so it 
don't touch.” 

He laughed and walked out. He was greatly pleased 
with the arrangement, fri th© woodlot he started up Hot- 
sky’s worn sedan. He drove it into di© bam, parked it 
beside Grandpa Price's ancient springboard wagon. When 
he got out of the car and slammed the door, Jolene called 
to him from the grain bin. 

“Is that you, OrvieF* 

“Who you think it is?” 

“It’s cold in here,” she complained bitterly, 

“No colder In th^e than it is out here,” 

“Bring me out something to keep warm.” 
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"I got something thatTl keep you warm,” Orvie told her 
gleefully, “Ill give it to you tonight” 

He walked out. There was that msty, screeching sound 
as he slid the big bam door shut 
Back m the smelly kitchen, he scooted last night’s still 
dirty supper dishes to the back half of the table and set 
the front half with breakfast—coffee, ffiree eggs, six strips 
of bacon, half a loaf of bread, apple }elly. He followed 
these with com flakes in milk. He ate with much satisfac¬ 
tion, The nights work had made hi m hungry. 


114 



0 



THE next morning, leaving Terry Sheldon in charge of 
the station. Rad drove to flotsky’s house to get a few shirts 
and.some toilet articles he had left there. The Studebaker 
sedan was not parked at the curb as It usually was. 

Rad could hear Teddy crying. 

Rad stepped up on the porch. The front door was 
locked, and he had given his key back to Jolene. He 
knocked. 

The door was opened by five-year-old Mary Ellen, 
looking frightened and helpless in a wrap-around robe of 
some kind that was many sizes too big for her. Teddy was 
sitting in the doorway between the kitchen and the front 
room, crying his head off. 

“Where’s Mommy?” Mary EUen said when she saw 
Rad. 

“Isn’t she here?” 

“She didn’t come home. Uncle Rad, where is she?" 

“Don’t worry,” Rad said. “She’ll be here pretty soon.” 
He picked up Teddy, tossed him playfully into the air 
and caught him. "What’s the matter with old Teddy-boy?” 
he asked. 

“He's hungry," Mary Ellen said. “So am I.” 

“Well, we’ll soon fix that,” Rad said. 

He scratched up some breakfast for them, gave them 
milk to drink. 
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‘Why didn’t Mommy come home?” Mary Ellen asked. 

Rad was stuck for a minute. Then he said: "She’s hav¬ 
ing trouble with the car. But don’t worry. Shell be here.” 

That satisfied her, and after breakfast both she and 
Teddy were in high spirits. They had always liked Rad. 

"Play horse," Teddy demanded and Rad got down on 
all fours and let them take turns riding him. 

Eleven o’clock came. No sign of Jol^e. Rad was sup¬ 
posed to relieve Sheldon at twelve for lunch, and in the 
afternoon he was supposed to go out to the farm and help 
Qrvie move a brooder stove. At eleven forty-five, Jolene 
was still missing. But leaving the kids here by themselves 
was unthinkable. 

‘Tfou want to come to the station?" he asked fhemu 
"And wait for Mommy there?” 

They wanted to. He dressed them as best he could, 
rummaged for clothing in the disordered dresser drawers. 
It was twelve-thirty when the three of them puUed into 
the filling station driveway so Sheldon could go to lunchu 

"I hope the/re all broke to use the potty," Sheldon said, 
eyeing the kids hanging from Rad’s han^, 

Teddy wasn’t, and Rad did not like to be reminded of 
it 

“Go eat your limch," he told Sheldon. 

When Sheldon got back, Rad took the two kids to the 
cafe. There he held Teddy on his lap and fed him from bis 
plate while Mary EUen ate from a plate of her own. After 
lunch, they returned to the Flotsky house to do some 
more waiting. 

Four o’clock came and went. Rad was desperate. He 
went to the telephone and called Peg’s number. He kaew 
that her shift at the hospital was over at three. 

"Hello,” she said. 

“This is Rad,” he told her. 

"What do you want?" She sounded cold and cross. 

"I’m down here with Flotsky’s kids, and I don’t Know 
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what to do ” Rad said. “Their mother didn't come home 
last night” 

“Where is she?” 

“I don't know.” 

“That's awfuir Peg said 

“listen, sweed^” Rad told her. "Why don't yon 
come over and help me tsdce c^e of them? I—Im not too 
good at this—” 

Peg came, and Rad was glad to step aside and let her 
take charge. She made a quick inventory of the kitchen 
and gave Rad a list of thingis she wanted from the ^ocery 
store; By the time he got back, she had the house in bet¬ 
ter order dan Rad had ever seen it And the Idds both 
had been bathed and dressed in cute summer togs he 
didn't even know they had. 

"I'll have supper ready in an hour ” she told Rad 

"Good,” he said “Ill go relieve Terry Sheldon long 
enough for him to eat, and then Ill be back.” 

Sheldon took it good-naturedly when Rad asked him to 
stay on at the station for die ni^t shift too. 

“Sure,” he said "Td be better off if I worked every 
night It would keep me out of trouble.” 

It was a str an ge group that sat down to supper tiiat 
night in the Flotsky house. The two Flotsky kids. The 
rpati who bad been sleeping in their fathers bed long 
enough for them to know hini as Uncle Rad. And the 
trim blond nurse who sat in the spot that had always been 
occupied by their mother. 

Things went beautifully throughout the meaL The kids 
were deli^tM, Mary Ellen prattied about a cartoon diow 
on televisloB and Teddy made inroads into his mashed 
potatoes that Peg thought flattering. She glowed Rad 
had never seen her look happier. When their eyes met, he 
could discern a depth of love for him that was startling. 
Has she forgotten his infidelity with the errant mother 
of the^e children? 
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It was past their bedtime when the dishes were washed. 
When Peg mentioned the sandman^ Mary EUeh was 
magnanimous, “Well go to bed if youTl come with us,'' 
she oflFered. 

“Goodie good,'' Teddy gurgled happily as if going to 
bed were the high point of his day. 

Peg washed them both again and dressed them in clean 
pajamas. 

“Ill lie down with them a while,'' she told Rad 
But Mary Ellen was a tyrant, 

“Uncle Rad has to oDme, too,** she insisted. 

So they all four lay down together on the big double 
bed that Rad had shared so many times with Jolene. 
Rad and Peg lay facing each other with Teddy between 
them, and Mary Ellen was at Peg's back Both kids had 
their anus around her neck, squeezing as if to keep her 
from escaping as they dropped off to sleep. 

Peg loved it She stroked the hair back from Teddy's 
forehead and she patted Mary Ellen's arm. Then some¬ 
where below Teddy's bent-up legs, her hand sou^t and 
found Rads. She gripped it with a kind of mtensity she 
had never shown before, Teddy abruptly patted her on 
the cheek with a chubby baby hand. Peg retaliated by 
transferring her hand from Rad's hand to his leg. It was a 
thrilling contact. Rad looked down at the hand, but Peg 
did not appear to even know it was there. 

Then Teddy patted the nice lady's face again. Peg's 
hand on Rad's leg moved higher, and he put his hand on 
her leg in a corresponding position. 

After that, it was a sort of round robin that set in—a 
chain reaction. Teddy would pat Peg's face. Peg would 
pat Rad's leg, and Rad would stroke her Ixjdy aU the 
way from her waist to her knee. Gradually his hand dis¬ 
appeared beneath her dress, and he was stroking smooth, 
firm flesh so heated it made his hand tingle. 

It had gone on hke that for quite a while before she 
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seemed aware of what was taldog place. 
down at his hand and up at his face. He expected her to 
tell to quit but she said not a word , , „ 

There was a tremendous reaction in Rads body. He 
moved her hand from his thigh to the spot he wanted her 
to know. She did not flinch at the contact She began to 
stroke as naturally as she had patted Mary Ellen's arm a 

few minutes before. v j 

Rad reached under her dress and held his own hand 
against her sex spot Everything was done surreptitiomly, 
completely unnoticed by the Uttle Flotskys, and thats 
the way they lay until the kids were asleep. 

. When Teddy's breathing became regular. Peg whis¬ 


pered, “We can go now.” 

She withdrew her hand. Rad got up. Peg was beside 
him in an instant She clutched him to her avidly. 
lips met. Her tongue was inside his mouth. Her hands 

wer© everywhere at once. 

His heart pounding, he led her into the other room, 
Flotsky’s broken-down old sofa invited them into its lap 
and Rad guided her toward it. She lay down on it flat and 
pulled him down on top of her. 

He took her fully clothed that first time because he did 
not have time to undress. Peg was clothed too except for 
the pants that had been there when he fondled her on the 
bed. Somewhere on the way to the couch she had man¬ 
aged to slip them off. 

After it was over and he lay in a heaven of bUss and 
gratitude, she showed her practical woman s nature. 

“Let’s cany the kids to ftieir cribs,” she said. 


O 


’They played house for two weeks while they waited for 
Jolene to come home. Peg took time off from the hospital 
and spent all her time at the Flotsky place to take care of 
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the lads and make a home for diem. Rad worked his shift 
at the filling station every day, diecked Orvie at the 
farm, then came back to Peg and the kids in the ev enin g, 
All the nighls'went like the first one. The Idds loved 
Peg as much as they did Rad, and she loved them. Every¬ 
body loved everybody, but mostly Rad and Peg loved each 
other. Every bedtime was a new call to ecstasy all over 
again, as if each consummation were the first, and Rad 
did not care if Jolene never came home. He did not report 
her disappearance to die police because he was sure ^ha^ 
some welfare agency would then come around and take 
the kids away from diem. He thought too much of Teddy 
and Mary Ellen for that. He figured he owed a lot to those 
Idds. 

Six times during those two weeks, Orvie had had to 
have groceries. He was consuming nearly twice the 
amount of food he had at first, Rad figured. When Rad 
tried to quesdon him about it, Orvie became angry. 

^ “All right, don’t get the stuff, thenP he flared at Rad. 
“Ill go hungry.” 

"No one wants you to go hungry,” Rad told him. “Tm 
just wondering how come it takes twice the groceries now 
it used to take. You eat as much as two people.” 

“Maybe it’s because I work like a dog all the time,” 
Orvie said. 

It was apparent that he was in no mood to explain the 
increased food consumpdon, and Rad did not press the 
matter. Orvie had become extremely difficult to get along 
with. 

Take that afternoon when Rad had arrived at the farm 
a little early and could not find Orvie anywhere. Then 
Rad caught sight of him coming out of the bam. 

"What were you doing in the bam?" Rad had asked. 
Orvie had been instantly beUigerent 
“What the hell’s wrong with going into the bam?" 
“Nothing,” Rad had said. "Take it easy." 
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"I was looking for a piece of wire ” Orvie had ©xplained 
grudgingly. 

‘TVhat do you need with wire?^ 

“In c^e a catch breaks, or something,*' Orvie said^ “and 
I have to wire a door shut** 

Rad had shrugged. Ask a stupid question and you get a 
stupid answer, he had figured. Maybe Orvie needed to 
go into town again. 

*^You want to go north tonight?” he had asked. 

Orvie had bristled 

“What for?” 

“Well, it's been a while ” Rad had said. “That little girl 
you had last time would probably be glad to sea you 
again,” 

“I don't fool around with whores ” Orvie had said, with 
all the self-righteousness of one mortally offended 

Rad had been dumfounded, 

“You don't?” he said “Since when?” 

“I never did, Rad,** Orvie had said “I swear to Godl” 

His work habits had undergone a change, too* Where 
once he had been a conscientious, careful worker, now he 
let things slide. The feeders were nearly alwa)^ empty 
when Rad got there in the afternoon. Ihe drinking water 
had not been treated with the little pellets supposed to 
prevent constipation iroubles in tiie chicks. Disinfectant 
had not been sprayed. The temperatures were not right 
in the areas under the brooder hovers. The litter was 
soiled. 

“This litter has to be changed every day, Orvie ” Rad 
told him sternly. 

Orvie exploded. 

“You expect me to do everything,” he said. “I got to 
feed dem and carry water for them and keep the heat 
even. How am I going to do all that and change the litter 
every day?” 

Rad was irritated. 
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‘That henhouse has a dirt floor,” he said. Tou 
absolutely must change their litter each dayl” 

Orvie ^ared. Rad returned the glare. Orvie let his eyes 
waver, and Rad looked away. A quarterjof a mile off, at 
the end of the long path, he saw the big bam and thought 
of the floor in the haymow. 

‘TVe’re going to have us a real broiler plant one of 
these times,” he told Orvie to placate him. "Were going 
to work that bam loft over.” 

Orvie did not reply. 


# 
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THOSE two weeks were the best ones Orvie had ever 
spent Having Jolena was like owning a sex machine. He 
turned her on and off to suit his convenience, and he 
cared for her as he would any mec hanical device. 

He put blankets in a comer of the grain bin to make up 
a skimpy little pallet on which she slept* He kept a bucket 
of dnnidng water and a dipper diere for her, and a wash- 
pan with a bar of soap she could use. There was another 
bucket for waste, and he emptied it whenever it was full* 
He prepared her food in the house and carried it out to 
her once a day, usually in the evening after Rad had 
gone back to town. Whatever he brought had to suffice 
for twenty-four hours. She could eat it all at that one tone 
and cal it dinner, or she could hold back some of it for 
breakfast and lunch the next day. The dirty dishes he 
carried back into the house for refilling, sometimes wash¬ 
ing them first and sometimes merely scraping them off. 

He seldom bothered her in the daytime. Of mornings, 
he did not have much time. The diickeiis required atten¬ 
tion. Even so, when thought of her became so strong that 
he could not dispel it, he would leave whatever work he 
was doing and go to her for wh^t he referred to as a 
"'quick one ” Afternoons were out completely because Rad 
was there every day, and no matter how much Orvie 
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ached for her in the secret places of his body he would 
not risk giving in. Above Ml else> Rad most never again 
see him going to or coming from the bam as he had that 
one time,. 

It was at night that Orvie truly ky with her, at night 
that he experienced for the first time in his life Ae luxury 
of being able to satisfy thoroughly his unnatural venereal 
cravings. He wallowed in sex, satiated hims elf with it 
And when he tired of the act itself, he spent hours merely 
exploring the intimacies of the female body with his eyes 
and Ids hands, forcing Jolene to submit to his whims as 
he would a dog. 

Of course, there was little he could think of to do that 
Jolene had not undergone before at the hands of other 
men. But occasionally from some mempiy retapied out of 
cartoon drawings in pornographic hooH^k he avidly 

looked at since chddhood, he would think of some new 
atrocity that revolted her. These acts the ones that 
Orvie came to Hke best because then she had to be 
forced into compliance. He enjoyed bending her will to 
his own. It gave him an intoricating feeling of power. 

All his life he had been nobody. In school the other 
Idds had made fun of him—either that or ignored him. 
That was one reason he had quit school: to get away from 
the cruelty of his peers. But outside school he had found 
that adults were equally cmeL They pkyed jokes on him 
and laughed at him, and everyone was always ordering 
him around—his mother, the neighbors, the occasional 
employers who had ^ven him jobs passing handbills or 
cutting grass. Even Rad, who always let on that he was 
doing everything for Orvie*s own good, ordered him 
around—told him what to do and what not to do. And 
Orvie never got to tell anyone to do anything. Even when 
he was with young Idds and tried to tell them how to 
play vacant-lot football or something, diey would not 
listen to him. 
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But now he had Jolene, and everything was changed. 
He oontroEed her life completely, ^^en she pleased him 
he rewarded her. When she displeased him he punished 
her. He could do anything to her he wanted to doj be¬ 
cause they were slave and master. It was a great way 
to live^ if you asked Orvie. 

Once on a whim, he made her go without anything to 
eat for two days. Then on the second night he carried a 
box of soda crackers out to the crib and made a deal with 
her. They would time themselves when they did the sex 
act, and ^ch time an episode was over he would give her 
a soda cracker for every minute they had spent in the 
process. That way it was to her advantage to make it last 
as long as she could. 

It was comical to see how frantically she worked for 
crackers- She held on to him to slow him down, and when 
that failed she tried to draw away from him. An3rthing to 
delay him—while Orvie tried just as assiduously to hurry 
up. The first time they did it Jolene got only two crackers, 
but later Orvie changed his tactics and worked to help 
her. Once they made it last forty minutes. By the time the 
night was over she had got the whole carton of crackers. 
He enjoyed watching her eat them, A carton of soda 
crackers was such a small thing, and she devoured them 
so greedily. It thrilled him to think of all the better foods 
back at the house he was withholding from her- He could 
bestow them on her tomorrow if he wanted to, or he could 
withhold them forever. Starve her to death if he liked. His 
power was absolute. 

She kept complaining about tiie wire around her neck* 
There was a sharp end that stuck her chin, she said, and 
she even showed him the place where it gouged mto the 
flesh. He would have smoothed the rough edge, but since 
she harped on it all the time he couldnT see any way of 
doing it without making it appear that he was taking 
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orders from hen So he commanded her never to mention 
that wire again^ 

The next night she made herself especially pleasing to 
him when they had sex together, and when it was over 
she told him again about the wire. He flew into a rage, 
and when he left he carried all her clothes away and 
burned them. He draped her blankets over die tongue of 
die hayrake outside her door and left her naked to shiver 
all night in the chill that comes with darkness even in 
June. 

She nevar mentioned the wire after that, and a few 
nights later he took a file and smoothed the rough edge 
away. He put her blankets back in the comer where they 
had been and brought out one of Grandpa Price's flannel 
nightshirts for her to wear. He thought the nightshirt was* 
an improvement over her other clothes, anyway. It came 
off easier. 

He found much satisfaction in taunting her with her 
helplessness. He deliberately fri^tened her with sug¬ 
gestions about what he was ev^tually going to do widi 
her when he had had all the sex he wanted. 

**! suppose the only thing I can do is hit you in the head 
with a hammer “ he said one night, as if he had been 
thinking about it and finally had the thing reasoned put, 

Jolene was terrified. 

*"Oh, no. Not that Not that, Qrv " she pleaded, her face 
white. 

'Tou don’t want to be hit in die head with a hammer?” 
he asked, as if he found her reluctance suiprising. 

She shook her head while she looked into his face with 
tearful, begging eyes, 

“Okay,” Orvie said generously, “I teU you what Til do. 
m give you your choice. I'll either hit you with the ham¬ 
mer, stick you with a butcher knife, or smother you in 
one of diem blankets. Whatever you want.” 

Then he laughed harder than he had ever laughed in his 
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life. It was the fear on Jolene’s face that tickled Kim so. 
After that, she kept trying to think of something that 


would make him change his mind. 

"Do you notice anytiung different about me?” she asked 
one night when they had finished their revels. 

Orvie was putting on his clothes. He grunted. 


“Look.” 

She hoisted the flannel nightgown that used to be 
Grandpa Price’s, thus exposing die lower portion of her 
body. Orvie glanced at it briefly and then went back to 
the business of putting on his toousers. 

“Look right here, Orvie.” 

She directed his look toward the region of her navel 
“I don’t see anything ” he said. 

“See how Fm beginning to swell” she said, yon 


know what it is?” 


“I’m pregnant ” 

"Tre^ant?” 

Orvie stopped with one pants leg on and one off. He 
looked stupidly at her, 

“Fm going to have a baby ” Joleoe said. 

“I know what pregnant means ” he told her angrily, 
“You re going to be a father.” 

“We just been doing this two weeks ” Orvie glared as 
if he were about to strike her. “Don’t it take longer than 


that?” 

“It happened that night you was up at the house,” 
Jolene said. 

“Oh.” Orvie seemed mollified. Then pleased. He 
grinned. “I knowed I could make a baby good as anyone 
if I ever had a chance,” he said. Then as if to explain 
previous failures, he said, ‘'Whores don’t have babies. 
They do something to stop it,” 

She knew that he was pleased. It made her hopeful 
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"You re not going to loll me now, are you, Orv?” she 
asked. “Not when ifs your baby I got inside me.*" 

He could see the hope in her eyes, and he enjoyed 
destroying it 

A baby don t make no diflFerence,” he told her matter- 
of-factly, "m just give you an extra thump with the 
hammer. One in the head for you and one in the belly for 
the baby*'’ 

Once she suggested that the two of them slip away and 
go to Mexico and hve togedier where no one could find 
them. She could support them both, she said, and he 
wouldn'^t have to do any work ever, Orvie knew she was 
only saying it to save her skin, knew that the minute she 
got a chance she would turn him over to the police. But he 
pretended to be considering the proposition* 

“There’s only one way you could make that much 
money,’* he said. “You’d have to peddle yourself” 

"m do it, Orv,” she promised desperately. "I wouldn't 
mind.” 

“IT think about it," he told her. 

For several days after that, he went around pretending 
to be mulling over the deal, -Her hopes rose and fell 
according to the e^^ression he wore on his face, and every 
time he came into the grain bin boking pleased she 
would ask if he had decided yet Finally, tired of playing 
die game, he told her he had decided not to go to Mexico 
with her, 

"Why not?” she asked, crushed. 

"'Cause you’re letting down,” he told her. “Yon ain’t 
half as good to get into as you used to be. No one would 
pay for it, not even a Mex.” 

After that she went to extremes to impress him. She 
even added a few things to her repertoire that he had 
never seen in his pomograj^c booklets or heard teH of 
before. And all the time she worked frantically to please 
him, she k^t asking if it wasn’t getting better than it used 
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to be. Finally he told her to shut up about it or he was 
going to hang her from an overhead rafter by her heels 
and leave her that way all night She never mentioned 
Mexico again. 

But Jolene was not the only one with womes, Orvie 
had bis own. 

The most immediate one, of course, was the possibility 
that someone would blunder into the bam and discover 
his secret: Mad was the most likely one to do that. No one 
else came around the place much. The crushed-rook road 
running past was seldom traveled. The nearest neighbor 
lived a mile and a half off. Twice he had stopped to chat 
and see what was going on at the old Price place, but 
both times Orvie had been sullen with him. Now the man 
did not even throw up a hand m greering when he went 
past. Other passersby seemed equally reluctant to in¬ 
trude where there was no indication of welcome. 

So Rad was the one to worry about, and the way he 
kept talking all the time about changing die bam over 
into a broiler plant bothered Orvie. He always breathed 
more freely at night after Rad was not around. But there 
was one night when Rad nearly ruined everythmg, 

Orvie went into the grain bin that evening after supper 
and started taking off his pants as he always did. 

Jolene said, “I canT do it tonight, Orv.*' 

"Why the hell canT youF^ 

"I got an upset stomach.” 

"Hell, Fm not going to bother your stomach,” Orvie 
said. “ITl be doing my work a foot below it ” 

He enjoyed the illnesses she suffered from time to time* 
That’s when their sex was most enjoyable. It was bending 
her will to his. Proving ttiat he was the superior one of 
them. 

He decided to do it with her on top. Whenever he 
wanted her to speed up or slow down he jabbed her 
with a pointed stick he kept for that purpose. These days 
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it did not take^as long for him to bo satisfied as it once 
had. One time, and he was ready for sleep. He made her 
lie crossways on the blankets and he put his head on h^ 
bare stonmch for a pillow. They lay in that position with 
her moaning softly to herself and ocx>asionally squirming 
into a new position. When she squirmed enough to dis¬ 
turb him, he stuck her somewhere with the stick. Finally 
she lay still, and he was able to go to sleep. 

But his slumber was interrupted by the sound of an 
automobile horn coming from the direction of the house, 
Orvie was wide awake in an instant. He sprang up and 
started putting on his pants. No time for shirt or under¬ 
wear, Someone with a car was down in the wood lot. 

Jolene sat up, blinking sleepily. 

"What is 

"None of your business I” 

The thou^t crossed his mind that he should kill her 
now, get lid of her before somebody got inside the bam 
and found her. But diere was no time. 

He stuck his bare feet into his shoes, grabbed up his 
lantern and ran out He had left the sliding door open 
a little when he had come in. Good thing. He might not 
have heard the horn. 

He slipped through the opening, waving the lantern 
back and forth so that anyone down at the wood lot would 
T>e sure to see him. He started in that direction at a lope. 
A pair of headlights guided him. 

When he came into the light they made, Rad was 
standing there waiting for him. 

"What were you doing in the barar* Rad asked him. 

Orvie could tell that he suspected some thin g. He put 
on hfe best front He had the lie already wofked out in 
his mind, 

"I thought I heard some dogs out there,** he said. 

“Dogs?” Rad sounded skeptical, 

"I swear to God, Rad!” Orvie said. "I was in bed, and I 
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heard dogs out that way, I thought they was in the bam " 
*^our bed hasn't been slept Rad said. 

Orvie had behind him a lifetime of lying himself out of 
difficult situations. His response was instantaneous, 
wasn’t in bed yet,” he said as if Rad had misunder¬ 
stood kiirL was just getting ready, I even had my 
clothes off. See, no shirt ” He patted his bare bosom and 
stuck out*a bare anlde, ‘*No socks either ” 

He watched Rad’s eyes closely while Rad evaluated the 
lie. Rad wanted to behev© but obviously was still sus¬ 
picious, Orvie put resentment into his tone and said: 
"Why should I lie about it?" 

Rad’s manner became conciliatory, as it always did 
whan Orvie started losing his temper, Orvie had come to 
count on it. He had ducked difficulties that way coimtless 
times during the twenty years he had known Rad, 

‘'No one’s accusing you of lying,” Rad said, ^"1 just 
wanted to know what was going on " 

“Let’s go. Rad,” someone called from the car. 

Orvie rushed to the car window and looked in. 

''Who you got with you?” he asked to turn the conver¬ 
sation from the bam, 

"Peg and the Idds " Rad said. "We were out for a little 
drive,” 

He had told Orvie about his taking over Flotsky’s Mds. 
“How do you like being a mamaF’ Orvie asked of Peg, 
He knew she had np us© for Min, but he considered it wise 
to be polite. 

"Fine, Orvie,” she said, “How are you getting along?” 
“Okay,” Orvier^aid 

“We’d better be getting home,” she said to Rad 
Rad addressed Orvie, “The chickens okay?” 

“Sure are. Chickens is fine,” 

“I'll see you tomorrow,” 

“Tomorrow afternoon?” 
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“Yeow, I guess so,” Rad said. “There’s nothing we need 
to do in the morning, is there?” ' ~ 

“Not a thing," Orvie said. , ' 

■He stood and watched the car move off toward the 
highway. When it was out of sight, he started back to the 
bam. 

Kin her. That’s what he would have to do. Tonight 
Bury her out in the fields. Fire the bam. Because this'was 
the second time Rad had caught him coming out of it 
He would have to be suspicious, curious. A close squeak, 
too, this time. What if he had not heard the horn? What if 
Rad had come to the bam looking for him? 

Jolene had to die. 

Orvie’s resolve lasted all the way back to the grain 
bin. He even got to his knees at her side and put his 
. around her throat But when he felt the warmth of her 
leg against his thigh and the press of her heavy bosom 
against his bare chest, he made love to her instead. 

It didn t have to be right now, he told himself. Surely 
Rad had believed the story about the dogs. There would 
come a time. Later. 
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14 


FLOTSKY and Valerie Turchi were In a thriving town 
of one hundred thousand population more than two hun¬ 
dred miles west of Flotsky s home. There was no par¬ 
ticular reason for them to have holed up here except that 
they had to be somewhere and this was where their 
gasoline had run out that night the two of them had 
driven out of the driveway with Jolene running after 
thenr and yelling. 

There was a motel beside the filling station where they 
had refueled. Val had said, ^‘Let s stop, Tm beat” 

So they had gotten a room. For the first time during the 
months they had been playing around with each other, 
they had gotten to do their playing in bed. It was late 
afternoon when they got up the next day. They would 
have remained in bed longer but they were both raven¬ 
ously hungry. 

‘‘How much money you got?” Flotsky asked. 

They were eating in a little cafe. Val tmmed her purse 
upside down among the dirty dishes on the table, and a 
dime feU out. 

"A lousy dimer Flotsky said, ‘‘God, I thought you’d 
have more than that.” 

“Hell, I didn’t know we were going on a trip ” Val told 
him . ‘T don’t carry money around with me all the time. 
How much have you got?” 
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Flotsky counted the money in his waDet and took rum¬ 
pled bills from various pockets* Altogether he had thirty- 
seven dollars and some cha n ge, 

' Trhat*s enough to get us back hoiiie>"' Val said* 

"Home, hell,*" Flotsky snorted "What do you think this 
is? An ovamight shack job?” 

“It isn't?" 

“Hell, no. You think Fm going bock to that bitch that 
gets herself knocked up every tone she gives you a decent 
loving?" 

“So what are you going to do?" Val asked* 

“Stay right here with you, baby. In this town." 

“Oh, crap,” Val said “How long do you think it will 
last?” 

“As long as we want it to ” Flofeky said. “And when it's 
over, wen kiss each other goodbye and take a good long 
one for tb© road, ^d Ill be cfl for CaMomia. And you 
can go wherever you want to ” 

“What do you want to go to California for?" 

“Hell, I don't know," Flotsky said “Tve just always 
wanted to go to California,” 

The carefree way he put everything sounded exciting 
after the humdrum existence she had been leading. Be¬ 
sides, the manpower available back home seemed to have 
dwindled alarmingly. During high school the supply had 
seemed inexhaustible. Yet immediately after graduation 
she had started to notice the pinch. Most of the class¬ 
mates she had romped with in more back seats than she 
could remember left town to go to cx>llege or to go away 
to work or something. Those that had stoyed were soon 
married. The older men she played with had always been 
unreliable. With them it had always been quick-burfy-up- 
before-my-wife-misses-me. 

Flotsky had been about the steadiest stand she could 
muster, and with him it had been a. never-ending contest 
between herself and his wife. Now here he was offering 
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himself to for as long as they^ could stand each other. 
I now pronounce you bednmtes, she could hear a voice 
sayings until exhaustion do you part. It was a good deal 
for a girl witii a blotchy face. Flotsky knew more different 
things to do in bed than the man that owned the bed 
factory. 

“What will we use for moneyF* she asked by way of 
acquiescing. 

“We got to get fobSj” he told her. 

There was a newspaper on the counter. They grabbed 
it and looked through the want ads, 

“Here's onej'* Flotsky said. “Tavern waitress. Daylight 
hours.” He looked at her for approval. ‘How's that?' 

“It didn't take long to find me one, did it?” Val said, 
“I thought you were looking for yourself,” 

“I just happened to see the Female Help Wanted first,” 
Flotsky said defensively. 

“Okay, give it here,” Val said, taking the paper, “IT! 
see what I can fix you up with.” 

She got a job that same afternoon at Goltz's Tap, Carl 
Goltz was a comical'looking fat man with a bald head. 
He stood a head shorter than Valerie, 

“Your hours will be from ten in die morning till six,” 
he told her. “That's eight hours, and you can eat lunch 
here. Back in the lounge,” 

“I suppose it would be all right if I went out for lunch, 
wouldn’t it?” Val asked. 

“My God, nol” Apparently the idea was unthinkable. 
‘Tou get whatever you want to eat here at the bar, and 
you take it back ffiere to the lounge to eat it. That’s a part 
of the agreement.” 

“Ok^y,” Val said. She couldn’t care less. 

“The night help comes on at six o’clock,” he e^lained 
to her. “fJp till six thereTl be just you and me and my wife 
in here. And I might as well make one thing clear to you 
right away.” He soimded grim. 
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"^What’s that?** Val asked 

“My wife is jealous of me ” 

Val laughed. She thought he was maldug a joke. Carl 
Goltz looked like the last man in the world a wife woidd 
be jealous of. But his paunchy face was so woeful that she 
suddenly realized he was serious. 

^^So be sure you always call me Mr. Goltz,” he went on, 
“And don*t fool around with me any^ or shell get suspi¬ 
cious.” 

“Okay,” Val said, keeping a straight face, “Ill try to 
control myself.” 

“The only thing is, make sure to eat in the lounge every 
day ” he said. “And lock the door. Okay?” 

“Sure”, 

“Fine.” He grinned lecherously, as if they were con- 
^irators, “I guess that's all there is to it, then. You can 
come to work at ten in the morning.” 

“There's one Htrie thing we haven't talked about,” Val 
said. 

“What's that?” 

“How much do you pay?” 

“The regular price is a dollar and a quarter an hour, 
but—” He gave the word special significance, and stopped 
there. 

“But what?” Val prodded. 

He appraised her carefully, as if he were about to buy 
her. The appraisal took a full two minutes, ^e even 
leaned across die bar to get a good look at hips, let his 
eyes travel down to her anMes, back to her hips where 
they rested caressingly for several seconds, and then up to 
her eyes. He was looking directly at her when he said: 

“Sometimes I go to a dollar and a half ” 

“What m^dces the diflference?” * r 

“For a dollar and a half; I expect litde extras from 
time to time,” Mr, Goltz said; 

There was no mistakmg his meaning. It jtist went to 
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show that all men were whoremasters, thought Val. If 
ever there was a more muocuous-lookiiig little man 
than Carl Goltz, Val hadn't seen him. And look how he 
wanted to behave! 

‘‘Which shall I put you down for?^ he asked. “Dollar 
^d a quarter—or dollar and a half?” 

Val laughed again. The lecherous little sou of a bitch! 

“This eKtia doesn't mean after six o'clock, does itr 
she asked. 

“Oh, no.” He made it sound casual. ""Just during your 
working hours. Right here in the place ” 

The something extra, she figured, could not be anything 
more than a pat now and then. Maybe a feel when they 
squeezed past each other behind die bar or something 
like that. If they never went out of the place, and if the 
man's wife was ^ere with them all the time, how cxiuld 
it be anything more than that? Not that she would care 
especially. Mr, Goltz was cute with his bald head and his 
round htde stomach. It could be fun, if he were up to it. 

“Put me down for a dollar and a half,” she told him, and 
Mr. Goltz s eyes sparkled. 

She went to work the next morning. 

Mrs. Goltz was a big rawboned woman with a raspy 
voice. She wore a white uniform, made pizza in a little _ 
comer behind the bar, and watched her husband as if he 
were about to steal all her anchovies. She never let him 
and Val out of her sight at the same time except at noon, 
when Val ate her lunch. The lounge was on the first 
floor, and Mr. Goltz carried food up to his office, which 
was on the second floor. Lunchtime was at eleven o clock 
so diey would be finished with it and ready for the noon 
rush of customers. 

The lounge was a dismal little room with a faded sofa 
and a chair to match, an end table holding''a shaded 
lamp, and a couple of floor-stand ash trays. Halfway up 
in one wall was the wire grillwork over a ventilator. The 
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third day on the job, Val was eating lunch when the grill- 
work suddenly popped, tlien disappeared into the aper* 
ture behind it. Mr, Goltz s bald head stuck into the room, 
Val jumped up, startled, 

“Mr. Goltzr 

“Is the door locked?** 

“No" 

“I told you always lock it" 

She flipped the catch on the lock and it snapped into 
place. Mr. Goltz bellied down the wall, hanging on to 
the ventilator opening with his elbows until his feet found 
the back of the overstuffed chair which was directly un¬ 
der the aperture. From there he hopped to the floor. 

“How did you get in there?" Val asked him. * 

“The ventilator s a dummy" Mr, Goltz said. “I got a 
ladder comes down inside it from my office.” 

jHe did not waste any time. He started by running Ms ^ 
pudgy fingers through Val's hair, went from there to 
massaging the back of her neck, and wound up with the 
front of her uniform unbuttoned and his eager little 
hands fumbling at the snap on her brassiere, AU^that 
while she stood there eating a piece of Mrs, Goltz s mush¬ 
room pizza with sausage. He wasn't getting anywhere, 
and she said: 

“Here, let me do it" 

She slid down the brassiere. He caught both her breasts 
in his hot hands and laid his cheek between them. His 
bald head was under her chin. His hand,^ went beneadr 
her dress and lifted it and her slip to get at the top of her 
pants. The hands were trembly and fumbling. 

^ril do it for you,” she said, and she took off the pants. 
She had not had time to drop them on the end table 
before he had her around the waist with his belt buckle 
rubbing against her loins. 

“Aren’t you going to take off your pants?" 

He stepped back and tugged at his belt She lay down 
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on die sofa to be ready for him. He was at her^immedi- 
ately* fully dothed except for pants and shorts. She lay 
expectant and still while he biimped against her bareness 
with his stomach. Tliat was about all she could feel 
He worked for an incredibly long time with no result, his 
body trembling all the while. Val could not teU wheAer 
the trembUng came from passion or fear that Mrs. Goltz 
would walk in on them. 

“How’s it gomg?^ she asked him finally. The weight of 
his body had started to make one of her legs cramp, 

“Help me ” he whispered hoarsely. 

She gave what manual assistance she could while Mr, 
Goltz hunched back and forth and snorted through his 
nose like a winded racehorse. Success, when it came, was 
short-lived. A few seconds m the saddle, and Mr, Goltz 
was finished. 

After the long period of preparation, Val was disap¬ 
pointed. But Mr. Goltz seemed satisfied. He sprang up, 
thrust on his shorts and pants and shinnied up the wall 
with an alacrity that was surprising considering the 
labored way he had been breadiing just a few moments 
earlier. 

His back end was going through the dummy ventilator 
opening when she called after him, 

"Mr. Goltzl I think 1*11 go back to a dollar and a 
quarter. Okay?* 

The back end disappeared, and his bald head took its 
place m the aperture. 

“What*s the matter?” His masculinity was wounded. 
“Didn’t you like it?” 

“Oh, sure/ Val said. She didn’t want to hurt him. “It’s 
just that I wasn’t expecting anydiing so-so violent,* 

She said the word as if referring to a typhoon or an 
earthquake, and Mr. Goltz’s ego was restored, 

“That’s the way it is, Idddo/ he told her with a devil- 
may-care leer, “it’s a cruel world.” 
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“But tm a nice girl, Mr. Goltz ” 

He looked undecided, and then said, “Maybe it will 
be quite a while before it happens again." 

She took advantage of his hesitation to deliver her 
clincher, 

“If it never happens again, then I don't see any reason 
why rd have to tell Mrs, Goltz about it happening this 
time,” she said. 

He glared at her, clanged the wire grillwork into place, 
and was gone. 

He never bothered her again, and neitiber of them 
ever mentioned the matter. For that first week, Val s pay 
was figured at a dollar and a half an hour, but the second 
week it dropped to a dollar and a quarter, Val was just as 
happy. She was working the customers for pretty big tips, 

9 « O 


Flotsky never did get a job. The afternoon Val had gone 
to Goltz's Tap, Flotsky had played pea pool and won 
twelve dollars. That night he told Val he had put in 
his application at a body shop and expected them to call 
him within a week. He spent the week playing pool, 
sleeping till noon and drinking beer. One day he got into 
a crap game and won fifty-six dollars, and the next day he 
lost back forty-three. But he had come to the decision that 
he could make all the spending money he needed with¬ 
out working, and Val*s paycheck from Golta: would pay 
their expenses. When Val asked at the end of the week 
about what had happened to the job at die body shop, 
he told her they had gotten somebody else but he had his 
application in at three other places. 

They rented a two-room furnished apartment and had 
about as good living accommodatioos as they had been 
used to back home. The novelty of starting life all over 
again with no kids yeUmg, no job he had to go to every 


140 




day, all his bills paid for him,’ and a new and younger 
woman to sleep with every night, was excitiog for Flotsky. 
He had never had it so good 

He had aU day to rest up and do noting but keep 
himself entertained. He consciously conserved energy so 
he would be in peak condition when night cmme. Night 
was when he really came alive. 

They indulged in every conceivable position and under 
every condition they could devise, even to filling the bath¬ 
tub with warm water and then submerging their bodies 
together with only their heads sticking out. Val was 
always ready for anything and what Flotsky didn't think 
of, she did. Every night their sour-smeUing, shabby little 
bedroom became a palace of pleasure^at first Then, by 
gradual but perceptible degrees, the edge began to 
wear off. 

For Flotsky, the sex came to be a rather empty ritual. 
No matter what he could devise to give some kind of 
memiing to the thing they did, it was nothing but sensa¬ 
tion. There was no real feeling involved. For real feeling— 
anything that went deep enough to satisfy—there had to 
be pain. 

And so he tried to make it hurt every time he took her. 
He tried to jab deep, tried to angle the penetration so 
it would chafe her in some vulnerable spot. He pinched 
her and scratched her^and pulled her hair, and that served 
him enough to extend pleasure another week. Then his 
passion died and required fresh kindling. It came to the 
point where Val would have to dally with him for a 
goodly time before he would be ready to mount her. 

“Youre getting to be as bad as Old Man Golte,'* she 
told him one night. 

She had advised him of the episode with her employer. 
They had both got a chuckle out of it. But having him¬ 
self compared with the ineffectual fat man stung Flotsky s 
very soul. It also gave him an opening for something 
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that had been on his mmd for some time. He sprang out 
of bed in a rage, 

“YouH get your fanny warmed for thatr he shouted at 
her. He snatqhed his belt out of the loops of his trousers. 

He flayed her as he would an animal. Val screamed 
and rolled out of bed to the floor. He contmued to strike 
at her. She tried to run out of the room but he hit her 
on the chin and knocked her into a table. The table col* 
lapsed, and Val with it The fall dazed her. As she lay 
groaning on the floor, he contmued to beat her with the 
belt. Bloody welts crisscrossed her skin. The sight of 
them turned Flotsky into a wild bull that scents a cow 
in heat. 

He fell on her in the wreckage of the table and took 
her twice in succession. She resisted him at first and then 
gave herself up to his animal lunges. He carried her to 
the bed and spent the rest of the night covering her and 
then rolling off to rest at her side until he was ready 
to take her again. It was daylight before his passion 
was allayed. 

Val missed work that day. There was a cut on her 
forehead. One eye was swollen shut Her whole body 
ached. The welts made it painful for her to wear clothes. 

“What the hell is die matter with youF' she demanded 
of Flotsky when finally they got out of bed about noon. 

Flotsky felt fine. It was the first time in days that he 
had been really fulfilled. 

“A little romp like ttiat once in a while hain't going 
to hurt you,” he told her. “It"s good for you.” 

“You a sex maniac or something?” she demanded. 

Flotsky laughed good-natm^edly. The laugh did not 
placate her. 

“Let me tell you one thing, Flack. You ever try some¬ 
thing like that on me again, and weVe had it.” 

“Come on,” Flotsky answered. “Let s get out and buy 
something to eat. I'm starved.” 
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Five nights later he was at it agam* In the mterim 
they had attempted no love-makiiig at allj but on the 
fifth night Flotsky rolled off the bed and pulled the belt 
out of its loops, 

“What are you doing?^ she screamed at him* 

“What the hell do you think?^ His voice was ragged, 
like a crazy mao’Si “It s time we had a little action around 
here," 

She ran for the door- He grabbed her, ripped off her 
nightgown and threw her down on the bed* The belt 
flayed her across the midseetion where the marks of his 
previous attack were still visible* She rolled to her stomach 
and presented her buttocks* He struck until they turned 
red. 

At first she endured the treatment with low groans- 
dut the pain increased. She screamed- The scream pro¬ 
voked a violent reaction in his body. She screamed again, 
and his passion was full-blown like a poisonous seed 
pod that erupts in the air. He leaped on the bed, flung 
her to her back and took his place. Someone in die next 
room pounded on the wall and shouted, “What the hell's 
going on in there?” But Flotsky was oblivious to all 
reality except that of the blood-streaked, pleasure-yield¬ 
ing body under him. 

Some time toward morning he dropped into a deep 
sleep. When he awoke, Val was gone. The afternoon sun 
was shining through the grime-streaked window, reveal¬ 
ing the shambles to which the room had been reduced. 
And revealing one more thmg- Val's things were gone, 
too. The wire hangers that had held her meager supply 
of clothes were empty. Her toilet articles were gone 
from the top of the dresser, 

•Flotsky sprgmg up and dressed and went downstairs* 
Val's convertible was not at the curb where they kept it 
parked. He hurried to Golfce's Tap, and the little fat man 
behind the bar told him that Vsd had been in that mom- 
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ing, quit her job, drawn her pay, and left. She said if 
anyone came in asking for her, to tell him that she had 
gone to Chicago. 

Flotsky wandered around town the rest of the after¬ 
noon and evening. He played some pea pool and lost 
seven dollars. He drank some beer and thou^t it tasted 
^bitter. At midnight he bought a one-way bus ticket for 
home. 
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AT ten o'clock the ocKt maming, Blotsky walked into the - 
filling station of which he was half owner* 

‘^How’s it going, partner^ he asked as calmly as if it 
were just another day of reporting for work. 

‘Where the hell have you been?"' Rad shot at him. 

*‘Look, buddy ” Flotsky said with deep satisfaction. “I 
been dipped, rolled, and fried in sex. I been everything 
but tattooed, and you don't get that kind of coverage in 
a eoupla days ” 

“Is Joleoe with you?” 

“Jolene?” Flotsky snorted. “HeD, nol I been with Val 
Turchi.” 

“Whereas Jolene?” 

Flotsky blinked, “Hain't she down at tiie bouse?” 

“She's been gone for two weeks ” Rad said* 

“Gone where?” 

“Nobody knows. She just disappeared ” 

“Well, Ill ble damnedl” 

“Peg and I have been staying at your house to take 
care of Teddy and Mary EUen," Rad told him* 

"Well, Ill be damned!” Flotsky said again as filler 
while he tried to think. Soon he had it all figured out, 
“She's out shacked up with some stud,” he declared with 
righteous wrath, “A man can't step out of his bouse any 
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more but what some damned stud horse crawk in with 
his wifel” 

"Could she be with her folks somewhere?" Rad asked, 
"Hell, she hain't got no folks," Flotsky said scornfully. 
"She never did know who her old man was." ^ 

"Any brothers or sisters?" 

Flotsky declared firmly, “I know her. She's with some 
stud," He wrinkled his brow in tx)ncentratioD, and sud¬ 
denly the answer came, “That idiot bastard out on your 
chicken farml” 

"Orvie?” 

"Hes more of a stud than anyone I know. And they 
was hitting it off real good that night I walked in on 
them." 

"I go out to the fann two or three times a week,” Rad 
said, "Fd have seen her," But even as he said it, he was 
remembering tbe double amounts of food Orvie had 
started consuming about the time Joleoe had disap¬ 
peared. 

"You been through the whole house out there?" Flotsky 
demanded. 

Rad nodded. 

"Some other place, then," 

"The bam!” The words were out of Rad s mouth in¬ 
advertently, He should have thought of that bam before. 
Twice he had caught Orvie coming out of it 
^Lot's go there and see," Flotsky said, 

"Til go," Rad said, “You stay here ” 

"What the belli" Flotsky said. "This is my wife we're 
talking about." 

“I know," Rad said, "but we don't know she's out there, 
and there’s no use getting Orvie aH upset if we don’t have 
to. He’ll take it better if I go myself,” 

Bull," Flotsky said. "I don’t care if that halfwit gets 
upset or not" 
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‘Im going alone. Do soma work around here for a 
change-'* 

It was exactly noon when Rad pulled into the woodlot 
at the farm. He saw Orvie at the pump, fiUing up a drink¬ 
ing fountain that belonged in the brooder house. Rad 
joined him, 

“You just now fillin g the fountains?" he asked 

‘‘I forgot them this morning ” Orvie said sullenly- 

“You mean the chickens went without water aU morn¬ 
ing?^ 

“Anyone can forget," Orvie said. 

He was in his usual disagreeable mood Rad walked 
away from him. He went to die brooder house and looked 
in. The chickens were gathered aroimd their empty feed¬ 
ers squawking for somednng to eat. One of them beat an 
impatient tattoo with his bill against a metal bottom. 
The lanterns that should have been put out hours ago 
were still burning. The litter around the feeding and 
drinking areas was soded, 

Orvie came in with the filled drinking fountain. He set 
it down, and the chickens flocked around it six deep to 

drink. 

“Where have you been all morning?" Rad asked. 

“Where do you think?” 

“Okay,” Rad said. “You want me to guess. Ill guess." 

He looked straight at Orvie and threw his shocker. 

“You've been at the bam," 

The result was all he had hoped for, Orvie was jolted 
out of his hostility. He became wheedhngly defensive, 

“I swear to God I haven't been out there all morning," 
he whined, “Why would I be at the bam?" 

“That's what I intend to find out," Rad said. 

He walked quickly out of the brooder house, Orde was 
right behind him , 

“Where you going?” Orvie asked. He was thoroughly 
alarmed. 
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“To the bam," Rad said. 

“What are you going to the barn for?" 

“To look around.” 

have to change the litter this morning.” 

“Okay, change it” 

Rad kept walking. He was nearly to the fence separat¬ 
ing the chicken lot from the woodlot Orvie ran ahead 
of him and stood in front of the gate. 

“I can’t change that litter by myself, Rad.” 

“m help you when I get back,” Rad said. “Watch out" 
- He tried to get past Orvie, but Orvie would not budge. 

“There’s nothing in the bam,” Orvie said. 

Rad was beginning to heat up. 

Look, Orvie,” he said. “There’s something around here 
that keeps you from doing your work the way you us^ 
to. I don’t know what it is, but I figure on finding it In 
the bam.” 

“You stay out of that bam!” 

Orvie had stopped whining. He was trembling with 
rage. Ordinarily Rad gave in to him before a difference of 
opinion could bring them to this point But not this time. 
This time it was to be a showdown. 

Rad tried to reason with him. 

He said, “Look, Orvie, we have to get this thing out in 
the open, whatever it is. For your own good Don’t you 
see that?” 

O^e’s face was red and threatening. He thrust it up 
^lose to Rad’s. . . 

“There s nothing in the bam, and you keep out of it!” 

Reasoning was no good. When Orvie was like this he 
was nothing but a madman, Rad knew. He pushed Orvie 
to one side and went through the gate. He heaid a rush 
of feet and whirled. Orvie had picked up a long two-by- 
four and was coming at him. Rad clenched his fists and 
went into a defensive crouch Orvie stopped, but he held 
his two-by-four at a ready porition. 
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“You keep out of the bam,” he yelped. 

“What’s the matter with you, Orv?” 

But Rad knew wlmt was wrong. Flotsky had been ri^t 
Jolene was in the bam. 

“I only want to measure that hayloft,” he told Orvie, 
experimenting for a new approach. “I have to ord^ some 
lumber so we can put in the brooders.” 

Orvie did not retract an inch. 

“You can measure it tomorrow,” he said. 

There was no way around it If Rad was going to the 
bam, it would have to be over Orvie’s body, 

“I tell you what, Orv,” Rad said. “I forgot to bring my 
tape measure from home. I’m going to go get it, and when 
I come back we’ll measure that hayloft. Okay?" 

Orvie did some quick calculating, and then he said, 
“How long you be gone?” 

“An hour or two.” 

“Okay. That will be all right," Orvie said. 

Rad walked off and left him standing there. 

In the car, Rad started the engine and tamed toward 
the highway. 






Orvie knew what be had to do* As soon as the blue con¬ 
vertible was out of sight, he rushed to the house* In the 
littered kitchen he jerked open the drawer in the old 
cupboard that contained the silverware. He pawed 
through the assortment, passing up the bent-prong old 
forks and discolored spoons and conoentratnig on the 
knives* 

There were a dozen or so dime-store table knives with 
dull edges* But mixed in with the melange was a paring 
knife* He tested its blade with a thumb and discarded it. 
Too dull, and too short for the job. There was an old 
butcher knife, but its blade was almost completely worn 
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away in die center from repeated sharpenings. Orvie 
slammed the drawer shut and turned to a three days’ ac¬ 
cumulation of dirty dishes on the cabinet. 

Bight where he had thrown it after slicing last night’s 
ham lay what he wanted. A carbon-steel butcher knife 
wth a ten-inch blade. Still pretty sharp, too. He snatched 
it up, looked for a cloth with which to wipe grease from 
its shaft, found none. He decided it wasn’t necessary to 
clean the knife, anyway. It would soon be dirty again. 

Jolene was up, looking tiuough a pe^hole in the grain- 
bin wall the instant she heard the big bam door slide 
back on its rusty track. It was a sound of which she had 
leatned to be terrified. This time it struck her as more 
ominom than ever. Tha-e was a purposefulness to rha t 
protesting squeak. A warning. 

She held the wire away from her neck to keep it from 
fuWng, put her eye to the peephole just as Orvie stepped 
mside the bam. A ray of the noonday sun followed him 
in, glinting from the butcher knife he gripped in one 
hand. 

This was the moment Jolene had lived in terror of. It 
was the moment he had t^en so much pleasure preparing 
her for. 

He was coming to kill her. 

Her heart speeded. Her muscles tensed. Her mind 
worked purposely, alertly. She had but one defense, that 
sharpened mind told her. Her sex. It was her sole weapon. 
Somehow she must get Orvie’s interest centered on it even 
thou^ not more than an hour before he had used her. 
Surfeited himself on her body. 

Yes, she had to arouse his passion again, divert him, 
and then—then what? 

Jolene bit her lip. There was nothing subtle about 
Orvie’s tastes. And the greatest little arouser, if you asked 
her, was a woman’s body completely naked. 

Close to sobbing in her fear. Jolene tore the shreds of 
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Grandpa Price’s flannel nightshirt from her and faced 
the door of the grain bin. She spread her legs apart and 
bent backward as far as she could. To keep from losing 
her balance, she rested her hands on the backs of her 
legs. The position made her breasts protrude sharply, 
spread legs revealed her raw sex in aU the primitive 
nakedness of a bitch in heat The awkward posture made 
the wire cut into her neck but she did not feel it. The head- 
down position caused tears running from the sides of her 
eyes to converge at the nape of her neck and drip to the 
floor. She did not even know she was crying. She began 
to undulate her hips. 

Orvie walked into the bin and stopped short, com¬ 
pletely captivated. He watched the circular movement of 
the naked white hips. He saw Jolene’s terrified eyes rolled 
in his direction, saw the tears. He felt her fear. It pleased 
him* 

He stepped closer. She speeded up the undulating 
movement. She sobbed. Terror emanated from her body 
in'waves. Terror and something else. 

It was the something eke that stayed Orvie’s hand. The 
terror pleased him- He reveled in it. But the something 
eke shook him, niade him weak. Even with the knife up¬ 
raised, his eyes strayed from the intended spot on her 
smooth white belly and roved the rest of her body. 

It was beautiful. The firm contours of the breasts— 
the tracing of rib bones that the strained position forced 
into outline against taut skin—the soft, yielding look of 
her belly section at the lower end of the rib cage-the fine 
etching of hair . . . 

And it was all hisl He controlled it. It stood up when 
he wanted it to, and it lay down when he wanted it to. 
It took off all its clothes to please him, and it cried be¬ 
cause it feared him. He could do anythmg to it he wanted 
to do. 

Never in his life had he owned anything like it, and he 
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never would again. When it was gone, he would be back 
to the old routine—ao occasional begrudged ten minutes 
bought and paid for in the hurried embrace of a Saturday- 
night whore working to hold as much of herself back from 
him as she a>uld And when it wasn't a whore, it would be 
no one. He would be alone, 

Alone! Alone again, as he had always been before. His 
magnificent slave gone—lying out somewhere in a weed- 
grown field where he would scoop out a shallow grave 
for her! 

He stared at her, His feelings were confused. Through 
the fog, he groped for enlightenment Maybe these sensa¬ 
tions puzzling him added up to that thing he had always 
heard about: love. Everyone was always talking about 
falling in love. And now, he supposed, he had gone and 
done it without intending to, without even knowing what 
love was. He had fallen in love with Jolene Motsky, How 
did he know? Well, with her gone he would be miserable 
the rest of his life, wouldii’t he? 

He made some quick calculations. Rad was driving aU 
the way home, then back. He could not possibly return 
in less than an hour. An hour or two, Bad had said. That, 
thought Orvie, was long enough to play with his love once 
more, A final chance to wind his toy up, a fina l chance 
to feel it unwind beneath him. He would still have ample 
time to get rid of her, dig the grave, fire the bam to rid 
it of all possible evidence. 

He dropped the knife. Shivering, it stuck upright in 
the floor. He jerked at his clothes and tore them from 
his body. He was ready even before his pants were off, 
and then ft was his nakedness against hers. He foined their 
bodies as they both stood, and he forced her backward 
and downward to the crude pallet. She lay beneath him, 
sobbing in fear, but she was not still. She knew she was 
loving for her life* Carefully she continued her move- 
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ments until he was gnmting at the pleasure they afforded 
him . . . 

0 A • 

Rad found them that way. 

The terrified woman with the twisted wire around her 
neck, Orvie s naked body thrasting into her middle like 
a bull trying to plant its horn in a lethal spot 

And ihe butcher knife sticking into the floor beside 
&em. 

Rad read all the signs correctly and was appalled. He 
snatched up the butcher knife and stood holding it 

The two did not even know he had walked in. 

There was a violent acceleration in the movements of 
the pair before him. It was followed by a finah 
burst 

Then there was only sHenee. 

Orvie rolled over on his back, and suddenly the two 
faces on the floor were looldng up into Rad's. Jolene’s 
was wet with tears, and she did not seem to believe her 
eyes, did nc^t comprehend his being there. Orvie s ex¬ 
pression was duU, drained, 

“I swear to God, Radr he muttered* “I found her hke 
this. Someone must have tied her up.” 

Rad sure was glad he had played that trick on Orvie, 
He sure was glad he had parked the car a couple of hun¬ 
dred yards down the road, then had trudged across the 
fields to the bam* 
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SUPPER that night was a solemn for Rad and his 
mother. Events had made impossible any relaxed table 
talk. Yet there was no mention of the days unpleasantness 
until they were on dessert 

Rad led up to it gently, TIave you seen Carl Waltzing- 
ham any more?” 

Mrs. Radkey shook her head. 

"TeU him h© can have the farm if he wants it,” Rad 
said. ^ 

*What about your chickens?” 

“They wont make any money. Orvie was neglecting 
them.” 

What will you do with them?” 

I saw the hatchery this afternoon. They'll take the 
chickens over if I want them to.” 

“And your equipment?” 

It s about like new yet TheyTl take it back at eighty 
percent of what I paid.” 

“How much will you lose?” 

^ound a thousand dollars on the whole thing,” 

“You re lucky.” 

“Yeah” 

There was a silence, and then Rad said, ‘Tm getting out 
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of the filling-station business, too. Flotsky can have the 

plaoe” 1 1 

Mrs, Radkey said, will you do, boyr 

Rad had not gotten that far in his thinking. Just the 
same, his answer emerged automatically, as if he had 
known the time what it would be* ^ ^ 

“Tm going to take a television-repair course," he said. 
The’ words sounded all right to him, once he had said 
them. 

Peg was radiant, later, as he sat with her in the con¬ 
vertible. The top was down. They watched a perfect June 
moon diat looked as if it had been hammered out of old 
silver. They talked first about Jolene Flotsky^ 

“Dr. Haney says she’s going to be all right," Peg said. 
“How about her pregnancy?” 

“She lost it," Peg said grimly. "In fact, Flotsky may 
never be a papa again." 

“Poor woman,” Rad said. "She couldn’t have teen a 
bad mother. Those kids of hers are cute and smart" 

“She’s going to be an even better mother without Flot¬ 
sky around,” Peg advised him. “The welfare agency has 
learned about his beating her and about how he ran off. 
It all came out when the cops talked to her, and Flotsky 
has agreed to keep away from her and get a divorce when 
he has the moneys” 

“I don’t blow whether it will work ” Rad said* She 

needs a man,” ^ 

*^v 6 ry woman does. Rot I think Jolene s learned her 

lesson. Shell he careful, in future. 

They sat silently looking at the moon. 

After a while, Peg asked, "What do you suppose they’ll 

do with Orvie?” ^ 

Rad grimaced. “They’ll probably commit him. 

“He's always been insane, hasn’t he?” 

“Yeow, I guess he has.” Rad was remembering back 
through all die years he and Orvie had known each other. 
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“I wouldn't believe it, that’s all I was sorry for him. He 
was my feiend.” Rad sighed. “By the way, I’ve decided 
to sigij up for that television comse.” 

She looked at him with shining eyes. "When?” 

“Tomoirow." 

She kissed him. "nirew both arms around his neck and 
^ye him the long, impetuous Jdss of a happy child. Then 
things began to get out of hand. His masculinity took 
®ver, md he pressed her to him. She ciimg 

Let s get married, sweetheart," he whispered into her 
ear. 


. ae pulled away to look at him widi shining eyes. 
“Let’s get married tonight,” he said. 

‘We cant, she said with all the practicality of her 

nUlSas tr aTilin g, 

“Why not?" 

“Because of the blood test" 

How long do they make you wait?” 

“Three days.” 


He felt her hands on him. They were eager hands 
caressing him intimately, ’ 

^ to tease her. 

my should we?" she said, shifting her legs and her 
weight know we have blood.” 

He allowed himself to be pulled down in the seat until 
their bodies fitted together. 


THE END 


156 




POSTAGE 
iS FREE! 


Take Advantage of Our Special Offer 

it wHi brfn? you the hnti In piuerbick books at an economlcar prict. but iiurryl 
Some titles uuicWy go out of stock. 


cerl EN a go-go cage 

An underground novel shout the sex lives of today’s hippies. 

IU«^hwrd Ortit 
BtOSS 

THE HOT BEOOO OE WOETH 

% The younger ones learned—in the arms of their eldersi 

StaceF Clmlib 
B1Q43 


Dee Wlntein 
B1(M4 


M, THE FOHR STHtPPEU 

She iusted to do much more than merely exhibit hersetf. 

TOE HITES OF EVST B«y 

Tkat sinful weeMnd whetted their appetites for more of the seme-mueh ino^re^^ 


Orrle Hitt 
B1DS9 


rOE SirCKER 

She was too beautiful to beat ... end too rotten to love. 

GAMES CERES PLAY Stelio Kirbr 

Always teasing end tempting, to get what they want from sex-hungiy men. B10M 

THE BE.A€n WOMEN Steve Bloke 

Women on the loose . . . with cravlngs hot enough to scorchl B1070 

THE JHUHKl' VNOERGROVND gylvin Sii»«.n 

The pey-off was an explosion In depravity with the first man—or woman—who Mu^t 

hei eye. 

OsHe Hitt 
i empty 
BiblB 

JLtrST IS jl WOMAN Cborlee Wilietord 

Every step of her climb to success led her down the road to hell. BMBI 


SI/MAfEH HOTEE . r v “ 

A man with no scruples ... a woman with no morals ... end a hundred empty 

bedrooms waiting. 


AEWATS AlkOTHEH HEH 


mw __-_ - - DCttB MpCOF 

At the weekly suburban sex-roulette fmrty, ho offered hio wife's charms In 
return foi famrs, 


Georffc Aadeenon 

Sim 


mX’WAT MWAP 

my were held fast In a tangled web of sex. 

THE BEB 

A yii of sexy battles’and lusty encountera. 

Pii&MiBCiJOVS WMFE Andrew l^or^it 

She excited the btood of every pessInB strauier—and sf last fell victim 1% a 
trap. 


Hitnn Wilt on ew 
Bit 04 







COMHUVTBR COVKTV 

Se* exchange was everyone's obsession. 


Jolij], H^d'CrJck 
BltO€ 


SVBVnBAN $(JV 

in this seething spjiMevei community, the name of the game was SWA?r'*Bm8 
PART-TIME CALE GIRL ,,,,, „ 

By day She was p«,mute-by night she was a suburban wife. 

cams 

Life In the limbo of lesbianism led her Into the strangest lcve.tr^n;rj“'r 

SEXUAL TWILIGttT 

ioi-ijs"a’*s’an‘:'' " '•**“*"•<^d.e from^::„^:ij’i;;*e 

__ 81112 

ALCOttOLIC WOMAN „ ^ 

She was on ..permanent sex binge. Any man could have her for the“rl‘ce"(;fT"ln? 

sex GODDESS 

Men coveted her beauty and succumbed to her lesu. “’'"*",8 

DIARY or A non-virgin 
A sevantesn.year.old college girt majors in men-and tells alll 
DOCTORS AND WIVES 
Four couples engage In a dizyying sexchanga. 

TURNED-ON WIPE 

A husband's Infidelity drives his wife to far.out sex, 

GANG-UP 

One brutal night she paid for all her teasing. 


Mai-tZm Kent 
Bill? 

JP* CfiHtle 
iff 20 

CnlLa eJolinji 
B112I 

Orrle Hftt 


YOUNG LUST 


A new switch on switching partners. 

Stai^ey CJluhb 
B1122 


Twisted aniotlons. abnormal desires-in a seething modern suburb, "’'“atm 

tde insatiables 

K^eZr^”*' to sex, tSeyYo^fdXtp 

Bit 28 

TRE LESBIAN 

A novel strictly for adults-^bout a married practitioner of an .''nc^nt a^r^ “htTyg 

TBE LUSTING THREE 

The father, the son, and the son's future wife-torrid mistress to bolh mer 

gloria 

nothing was too perverse for her abandoned sexuality. “"y,”, jg 

1 , PROSTITUTE 

A respectable suburban housnwifa lim .i.. - , Dfatie Carter 

eagerly e«braced it ' (tabbied Jn prostitutlon^then she 

Bit 21 







the Z 

Stie Piun*ea I"*® »" ' W.H* W-Um* 

ir »- -« 

r".'*”.^^” •““ “"■ * ■“•' ““"”“ ■““ 

among adolescents. . . . Chnrlea X. WolBe 

resort _ „,eks 0 , unlntitbiled se*. S’®'®* 

They atandoned e.enrth.nl «.r two we.Ks ^ 

lZJtZ»n WKO got Ker Wcte in peculiar ways. 

„J^'" 

irivlVATURAl- WIFE mm 

KS «««- •” »““ •“■"* 


cravlfifs. 

*«> “* ■*>** **'*'*^ Wndol «.• 
CIRES’ SCHOOt 


<^«or£e Mi^Nellt 

mm 

Brian Bl»el£ 
S75110 

Jay Vincent 


girls’ academy . • - B„rke 


Fem Bnrfce 
S75tt2 

ATihitr A^llon 
$75113 


■wmtK w'RFAT bvsuaxd swap 

™!S«. „ __ _ 

r:“* ■“ •“ ”■“'» 

-AAlnt . - 


Eric liCe 
$75115 


voytsynsiiii 

meUlna * * * 

amoral wife 

,l»«J.l. III. '™' „.h.d«.i.“ 

. «.«•"«"• •“• •"" “• 

artificial stimulation. 


CIMEATil^G WIFE 

Tfte stonf of a lovely woman who went wffdf 

TUE TMiinB BEX 

To fool the world, they married. For she loved women^ 


and 


SEX IX TUB SUAOOWS 

Stppt«nie 

CALL.GMnB WIVES 

Their husbands thought they worhed at honest Jobs. 

of our money-saving offer, we mail 

your books promi»tly-and pay postage on all oroemI 


Derm nfcCoy 
SI5117 

Artemlfl Smltli 
he preferred men! 

57911« 

Hartily Sol«m 
become their victims 
575119 

Al« CartC'^ 
575120 


Buy I or 2 booLs dir,c» from us. and tba prioo to you i, 75* oaeh. 


But if yoii order 3 books 


rates: 


or more, you efifoy these sematiortal 


• Order any 3 booksr--you pay only $ 2,00 

• Order any 5 books—you pay only $ 3,00 

• Order any 10 books—you pay only $ 5.00 

• Order any 25 books—you pay only $IO.C30 


SoHcovqf Library, Inc,, P.O* Box 258 
Greenwich Village Sfation, New York, N.Y* 10014 

"TsTrcTn j'^’ buolsuirclad baW. (R.mittanc accaptabla 
C.0.D:,°) '"onay n,dars. St^. nu 


BI 038 

BI 043 

BI 044 

St 054 

61059 

SI 064 

BI 070 

Bt 07 l 

61078 

'tama . 

Address 


Bioai 

BI097 

BII03 

BII 04 

BIIOS 

BII 06 

BIIOS 

81109 

BIIIO 


fill 12 
BIII 4 
SI 116 
Bill? 
BfIZO 
BII 2 I 
81122 
61123 
BIJ 24 


BII 25 

B[I26 

61128 

61129 

Btiai 

81132 

BII 33 

BII 34 

S 75 IOI 


S 75102 
S 75 I 03 
S 75 I 04 
S 7 SI 0 S 
S 7 S 106 
S 7 SI 07 
S 75 I 08 
S 7 SI 09 
S 7 SM 0 


'ity. ., 
75147 


I 

I 

I 

I 

I 

I 

I 


S 75 III ■ 
S 7 SII 2 I 
S 75 lt 3 I 
575114 I 
575115 : 

S 7 SII 6 ■ 
S 7 SII 7 I 
S 7 SII 8 
575119 


I 

I 

I 

I 


State..,. 


. I 

__ I 































I 


r 



BIG ORVIE Watched and waited 

■ io was a good-looking, full-bodied woman and f. 
very willing to supply warm, sensual love to a man. | 
When her husband began to cheat, it devastated her. ^ . 
She made up her mind to get even—to search for 

the thrill of an affair—just as he did. 

BIG ORVIE Had a plan I 

■ Jo's first adventure powerfully thrilled her. Her 
second was even more fulfilling, until the young 
fellow who shared her bed decided to return to his 
own girl. Jo looked for and found another man. But 
she didn't know what she was getting into... 

BIG ORVIE Made his move 

" Orvie was slow-witted, but he had feelings... 
feelings that had been stirred by a sultry waitress, i 
aroused by the young girl next door, and fanned to 
explosive heat by his friend’s wife. 


■ And so Jo’s nightmare began... the nightmare of 
a girl imprisoned in a barn, undressed and helpless 
to defend herself against the vengeful, sexually 
aroused Orvie. 

WAS JO OOOMEO TO AN EXPERIENCE IN TERROR AS 
A CAPTIVE OF DEMENTED LUST? OR COULD SHE 
SUCCESSFULLY FIGHT BACK WITH THE ONE WEAPON 
SHE HAD AND KNEW HOW TO USE - HER BODY? 
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BIG ORVIE She had to submit to his every whim! 













